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| "1" Xx 
Sir Francis Wildlove in bis Chamber Dreſſing, 


* p1 ors ! 

Sir Fran. Get me; ſone-Symall Beer, and daſh a little'Langoone 
F205 in it ; elſe *twill-go down my burning Stomach tea degrees: 
colder than ice : 1 ſhould have met. my- old Friend and Collegian Feanmont , 
ew to Town laſt night, but Wine and Woaen drove it Ctear out of my 


. Search, Sir, he's here. 
Emer Beaumont. ; 

Sir Fran. Welcoat dear Friend, I prithee pardon my omiſſion, faith "twas 
buſineſs that conld not be left to other hands. 

Beau. Women | ſuppoſe, and that excuſe I know a Man of your kidney 
thinks almighty, | 

in: Even ſo well by my-Life, I am heartily glad to ſee you, why thou 
haſt been an age confin'd to barren Fields and ſencelefs Groves, or Conver- 
ſition ſtupid and dull as they : How canſt thcu waſte thy Youth, happy 
Coun, the very Quinteſſence of Life from London, this dear Epitome of plea- 
ure ? | 

Beav. Becauſe exceſs of drinking cloys my Stomach, and Impudence in Wo- 
men abſolutely turns it ; then I hate the vanity of Dreſs and Fluttering,where 
eternal Noiſe-and Nonſence reigns ; this conſider'd, what ſhou!d Ido here ? 

' Sir Fran, Not much in troth, 

Bean, But you,my Friend,run the Career your appetite directs, taſte all thoſe 
pleaſures-I deſpiſe, you can inform me what humour's moſt in faſhion, what 
ruling whim, and how the Ladies are, | 

Str Fran, Why faith there's no great alteration, the Money indeed very 
much ſcarcer, yet what _perbaps yau'l thiak a wonder, - dreſſing and. debau- 
ehery increaſes ; as for the Damoſels, three ſorts. make a Buſhel, and” will 
be uppermoſt : Firſt, there's your common Jilts will oblige every body.- 

Neau. Theſe are Monſters ſure. 

Sir Eran. You may call 'ent what, you pleaſe, but they, are very plentiful, 1 
promiſe you. : The next is your Miltrefs, . ſhe's a degree medeſter, if not - 
kind to each, appears in ber dreſs like Quality, whilſt her ogling eyes, and 
£90 ye Debauches diſcovers her the .younger Siſter only to the firſt, 

). Beavi, This 1 ſhqu'd hate: for Ingratitude. , - Tots 
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Sir Frey. The third is, not a Whore, bnt a brisk airy, nciſy Coquette, 
that lives upon treating, one Spark has her to the Play, afiother to the 
Park, a third to Windſor, a fourth to ſome other place of Diverſion; She has 
not the heart to grant 'em all favours, for that's their deſign at the bottom 
of the Treats, and they have not the heart to marry her, for that's her de- 
ſign too Poor Creature, So perhaps a year, 'or it may be two, the gaudy 
Butterfly flutters round the Kingdom, then if a fooliſh Citt does not take com- 
__ ſneaks into a Corner, dies an Old Majd, deſpiſed and forgotten. 

he Men that fit thoſe Ladies are your Rake, your Cully, and your Beaux. 

Bean. | hope Sir Fra. Wildlove has more honour than to find a Miſtreſs 
amongſt ſuch Creatures. 

Sir Fran, Gad hopeſt honourable Ned, I muſt own TI havea fling at.all, ſome- 
imes I think it worth my while to make a Keeper Jealons, frequently treat 

[> RN 'rill either ſhe grows upon me, or I grow weary of Her ; then 
*tis but ſaying a rude thing, ſhe quarrels, I fly to the next Bottle, and there 
for ever drown her remembrance, 

Beau, 'Tis pitty that the moſt nobleſt Seeds of Nature are moſt prone to 
Vice, 

Sir Fran, Such anothey grave Speech wou'd give me a fit of the Colick, 

Nean. Well | find "tis in vain to tell you ary Story, without | have a defire 
to be ſwingingly langht ar. 

Sir Fran. Nay, Nay, why ſo, Fd ſacrifice my life to ſerve my friend. 

Fean. To confeſs the truth, I'm in Love. ; 

Sir Fran, 1s that ſuch a wonder why 1 have been ſo 2 thouſand times! old boy. 

Bezx. Ay, but deſperately, vertuouſly ! 

Sir t ran. There the Caſe differs, 1 doubt friend you have apply'd your ſelf 
to a wrong, Man, 

Bean. Are not you acquainted with Sir Charles Beauclair ? 

Sr Fran, Yes, intimately. 

Beawu, Then, in ſhort, his Lady and a'Booby Brother of her's have got my 
Miſtreſs in their power ; ſhe was the Daughter of an Eminent Merchant, 
one Sir G:orge Venturewell, "who dying left her to the care of my Lady Beau- 
clair's Father ; he prov'd like moſt Guardians, a great Knave, forg'd a Will, 
which gave my Arabella nothing, unleſs ſhe married this two-leg'd thing his 
Son ; ſome of her friends conteſted with *em, but the Lawyers rogvery, 
through the Guardians wealth prevail'd, and ſhe is again in their poſſeſſion ; 
the old Fellow is deed, but the Siſter and Brother pretend to manage her. 

Sir Fran, Your caſe is deſperate, and 1 fear Sir Charles can do you but little 
ſervice in't. | 

Beau, Why, he lives with his Wife. 

Sir Fran., Yes, modeſtly, he knows nothing of her concerns, and deſires 


. ſhe ſhou'd know noxhing of his : did you never hear of her Charadter ? 


Bean. No. | | | 

Sir Fray, Ste is certainly the moſt diſagrecable of the whole Sex, has nei- 
ther Senſe, Beauty or good Manners ; then her hamovr is ſo implacable, the 
aces, her firſt Husband into the /udies, where he dy*d, Heaven $ when 
or . : 
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- Beas, Wint the Devi. mae SirjEharles Marry her? * 

Sir Fr, Eventhat tempting Danitloterett, ſhe was vaſtly Rich, hea young- 
er Brother, ſince the Eſte and Title of his Family is fallen to him, and I 
dare ſwear he'd willingly give a Leg or an Arm to be freed from the intole- 
rable Plague of a Wife, whom no Mortal can pleaſe. 

Serv. Sir Charles Beauclajr is coming to wait upon your Honour. 

Sir Fran. lam glad on't, 1 fancy there's a ſympathy in your homours, that 
will ſoon excite a friendſhip, for he notwithſtanding the provocation of an 
ugly Scolding Wife at home, and the Temptation of a good Eſtate, and a 
handſome Fellow into the bargain, inſtead of making his life ealie with jo!» 
ly Bona-robars, dotes on a Platonick Miſtreſs, who never allows him greater 

Gree then to read Plays to her, kiſs her hand , and fetch Heart-breaking 
Sighs at her Feet ; with her he has oblig'd his charming Neice to be,. al- 
moſt always ;/Faith nothing but the horrible tear of Matrimony before” my 
eyes me trom loving Mrs. Beazclair, ſhe is pretty without affe&ation, 
has but juſt pride enongh to become her , and gravity enough to ſecure her 
from Scandal : to all this add twelve thouſand Pounds iu ready Money, 
* Enter Sir Charles Beaxclair and Mr. Spendal. 

Sir Charl, And is not that laſt the moſt prevailing Argument, ha, Frank ?_ 

Sir Fran, No, Sir Charles, Chains of Gold wont tempt my freedom from 
me, but here's a Gentleman, fixt in the dull matrimonial rode, uneafie if he 
meets with interruption, though it throws him on the flowry fields of liber- 
ty, he's my particular friend, and labours under the pangs of diſappointed 
Love, 'tis in your " to aſſiſt him in his delivery ; 1 know you are compaſ. 
ſionate in theſe caſes. 

Sir Char. You may promiſe for me to the utmoſt, I am ready. 

Beax. Fame reports you a true Engliſh Gentleman. * 

Sir Char. You may Command me, Sir. 

Spendal aſide Dear Sir Charles, lend me one Guinea more , the Eſtute's 

ro Sir Charles {Intail'd, my Father will dic, and | ſhall get an Hcirefs. 

Sir Char. Here take it, and leave lying - 

Spend. T'll be with you again at Dinner, 

Sir Char. 1 don't queſtion it. [ Exit Spendal. 

Sir Fran. Searchwell, has there been no Letters for me, this Morning * 

Searchw. No, Sir. 

Sir Fran. Stay you at home, and if there come one, find me out with 
it, 

Scarchw, 1 will Sir. 

Sir Fran. Come Sir Charles, ſhall we to the Chocolate-houſe, there you ſhall 
here Mr. Beanmont's Story. 

Sir Char, With all my heart ; hark you Sir Francis, thave an Entertain» 
ment of excellent Muſick promiſed me this afternoon, you know 1 cannot 
have jt at home , ſo [have borrowed ſame Apartments of obliging Mrs. 
Bantum, the Indian Woman, and will try to prevail with the Ladies to comey 

Sir Fran. Dear Sir Charles Introduce me. £ 
Sir Ohar, Youl think your hours thrown away in the' Company of civil 
Women. B 2. Say 
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Sir Fran. Faith 1 ſcarcedare truſt your Neices eyes, they gain too much 
on my heart. lamalways forc'd ike Tape Bon , to have receurs ts. 
the Glaſs, to ſecure my ſelf from R k Gonſtancy. X 

Feax, Now you talk of Romances, Introth I think Pm a pre Raighe Er 
rant, for beſides my own Lady, I'm in queſt of anorber fair Fugitive, by the 
defire of her Father : Have yon net heard of the Death of my Lord - Brlbmow”?; 
Heir, and abſence of his only Daughter Marianne * 

Sir Fran. Yes, yes. | « 

Rear, |] he old Lord has given me her Picture, with -an'carneſt Petition, 
that- I wou'd endeavour ts find her ; he preſt me ſo, 1 cou'd not refuſe it, 
though I have ſmall probabiliry of my fide. 

Sy From. She's now a-prodigious Heireſs, what cou'd bethe meaning of rum 
ning from: all her Friends. | Pe 

Beax. Too Stadious for her Sex, and fell upon theSedncers of the Wo- 
men; Plays, and Romances, from thence ſhe form'd-her ſelf a: Hero, a Cavi- 
lier, that could Love and talk Jike them ; whilſt her'Father without conſalt- 
ing her, provided a Husband, 'Rich, bart-wanting -alt Scudries Accompliſh« 
ments, this Man ſhe call'd Monſter, and finding the Marriage - unavoidable, 
took her Jewels ard what Money was in her Power, and in the Stage-Coach 
fied to this Populous- Wilderneſs, if that -can be proper, for here- we are ia 
Crowds conceal'd, as well as ina Deſart. e- 

Sir Fran, *'T was _ . | 

Sir Cher. 1 pity her, for T hate an Innocent inclinationcroſt; 

Emer Servant. 
Ser+. Sir, your Coach is ready, 
Sir Fran. Allons Gentlemen, | 
Seene Bellind?s Apartment, appears with. a Book. 

Fe!) In vain 1 fly to Books, the tuneful Numbers give'me not a moments 
eaſe * In vain I've Rtrove.to walk in Virtues high, unerfing Paths ; blind, 
raſh inconliderate Love, has puſht we from the blifsfoll ſtare, and fixt mie 
Eurcr Bus, tonne Rrogling *midit ten thouſand dangers : Here ſweet Bard, 

01a thou ſuitcs me well ; [Opening the Book. 
My anxious bows roul beavily 4 
Depriv/d of Sleep b: Night or Peace by Day. 

Ari. Bea, Poor diſconſolate Dainoſel;come leavethis foft melancholly Poe- 
try, it nurſes your Diſcaſe. 

- Bell. You indeed, like a bright, Ray of comfort, ſhoot through my endlefs- 
night ; where's my dear deſtruction ? 

Ari. Fear. MrSpindall Caid he would be here at noon, 

Bel. He's ever here, | feel himbulie at my Heart, and when the wiſht mi- 


T Exennt. 


ute of his approach comes on, every Artery catches the-Convulſive Joy: 


Doſt-not thou think me mad ? 
Mrs, Beav, A little. Crais'd or fo, my dear, | 
Bek, Bedlam, &re this, had'been ay / r manſion if *your- ſweet Com- 


 * pany: had. nat coepdted guy jarring | and given the warring Tor- 
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—_—_— when my Uncle,that dear good man,told'me,if cer I meant to oblige 
him 1 be a Companion, Friend, and Lover of his Miſtreſs, , The propo« 
fition ſtartled me, bur then I did not think there had'been ſuch a Miſtreſs as 
my Bellinda, . nor Platonick Love in r practice, | 

Bell. True, my dear Friend, our Love is to the Modern Age, unpractic'd 
and unknown ; yet ſo ſtrict and fofſevere, are rigid Honour's Laws, that tho? 
not groſly, yet we ſtil] offend ; had not Fate fixt a bar unpaſſuble between us, 
how ſhou'd have bleſt the accident that bropght us firſt acquainted, | 

Ars. Bean; You never told me the Story, Lad 

Bell, In ſhort, *twas thus ; coming from the Play, mask'd with a Young La+ 
dy, a fluttering Fellow ſeized me, and ſpight of my ' intreaties grew rudely 
troubleſome; I was never uſed to ſuch Behaviour, and it throughly frighted 
me ; Sir Charles being near, ſaw my unfeigned coacern, and generouſly made 
the Brute deſiſt, then led me ſafely to a Coach, obſerving where 1 bid the 
Coachman drive, he came to wait upon me, my fair Friend agen was with me 
and 'twas by her perſwaſians that I faw him : we found his converſation nice- 
ly civif and foll of Innocenttetizhe; I bluſh'd; and fondly. thought this man 
my Amorous Stars in kindneſs n'd for my happineſs, batoh /—— % 

Mrs. Beau. But Oh, he was married, and that ſpoilcd all. | 

Bel. Therein 1 only can accuſe him of deceit - He kept bis marriage a ſa- 
tal Secret rilf 1 had toft'the power to baniſh him. | D 

Mrs. Beax, | prithee dear Belinda where wert thou bred ; I'm ſure this 
Lewd Town never gave you ſuch nice notions of honour. : 9 

Bell. My Friendſhip bars you of nothing but enquiring who Tam... 

Mrs. Bean. "Tis truc I beg your Pardon and am filent. 

Bell, Only this Ill tell! you, Madam, and as a warning nerer reſlve, al- 
—_— you think it fully in your power, to keep your reſolution, Markt in, 
me, 1 that thought to have ſtood the faireſt pattertrof* my Sex ; and would 
have. blotted all the annals of guilty Love, yert' now am loſt fonder, of my 
Beauclajr than of Family or Fame, yerknow him married, and Divine-and bus. 
my Laws againſt me, | | 

rs. Beax. For. Hamane Laws, I know not what to fay, but ſure Heavetr 
had no concern, *rwas a deteſted march. Ruling Friends and Curſt A\arice 
joyned this unthinking youth to the worſt of Women : But no more of this 
how Ne like your new Lodgings ?. The-FHlouſe js very large, have you no; 
good Neighbours ? 4 $3. | 
Belt. You know 'tis not my way to be arquainted; my impertinet maid ſame. 
times teaſes me with a relation of a Merchant and pretty Lady 7 who caine - 
from the Indies and Lodge here. * | 4 P- 

Mys. Beau. What are they, Mrs. Beny ?” As; 
but Pm ſure they are” worth 
any Bodies ob looks like a Surly, Old, Rich,Cuff, and*ſhe tike an, 
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" 2B. Thow itt a Goſſip to trouble thy head with, ather peoples 'Aﬀ- 
fairs; 1 heard news of yoh, Madam, the other day, they fay you are in Love 
for all your ſeeming indifference. OT 

Mrs. Beau, Yes, introth 1 am a little that way inclined ; but my Spark is in- 
deed too far from your Caſſandra rulcs, his Miſtreſles are neither Arigels nor 


- Godeſſes ; truly Sr Francis Wildlove is tao mad ever for me ; tho' the Devil's. 


int, I can't forbear thinking of the Rambler, 

Felt. Your Vertuc and Beauty may reclaim him. 

Mys, Beau, It, may beſo; bot 1 Joubt he 950; ike Reforming ' Enter Sir 
ſo well 2s to try it, Ha, ſee who appears c-mely as riſing day . Charles. 
amidſt ten thouſand eminently known Zellimda this Heroic is deligned for yon, 
tho? ſomewhat barren of Invention, I was forc'd to borrow ir. 

Fell. Chearful, and thy mind at eaſe, happy Girl. 

Sir Charles (rating Bell's hard) My Bleſling. 

Beit. My Fate, which I ſhou'd, but cannot curle. 

Si Cnar. Couſin I'm glad to- find you here, you ſhall help perſwade ,Belin- 
da to Js abroad ; I have promiſed to bring you Both to Mrs. Zantums, T have 

ovided a trifle of a Dinner, and Excellent Muſick for dig:ſtion; theres on- 

y a Country Gentleman and Sir Francis, 1 know ,you love Sir Francis Neice. 

Bell. You may be miſtaken Sir ; grant I did, wou'd you have me meet him ? 
dear Uncle, don't make me ſo ridiculous, | | 

Sir Char. 1 thought Neice youdurſt have truſted me with your ConduQ,my 
Friendsare no Brainleſs Beaux, no-Lady Libellers, that extend innocent Fa- 
yours, and beſpatter the Reputations they cannet ruine. 

Mrs. Beau. Then you think your Friend Sir Francis a very, modeſt man. 

Sir Char. No, 'my Dear, but your mildeſt men, if they have ſegce, as I am 
ſure he has, know how to treat V/omen of Honour, 

Adr:i. Begxy. Nay, I'm ſoon convinc'd, what ſay you, Madam ? : 

Bell, l will go; for perhaps, Sir Char/es, you think I've only invented Fears 
of being known, but you'll ſurely find, if any Accident diſeoyers me, I ſhall 
be ſeen by you no more. 

Sir Chay, See thee no more ! yes, I would ſee thee, tho” baxr'd by foreign 
or domeſtick Foes , ſet on thy ſide Father or Husband, on mine Wife and 
Children, I'd roſh through all Nature's Tye to gaze on thee, to ſatisfie the 
longings of my Soal, and pleaſe my fond deſiring Eyes. | 

Fell. Chide bim Beaxclair, let him not talk thus, ny 

Mrs. Beau. Before he came you were at,it; what can I ſay to two mad Folks? 

jy | Enter Spendall. : 

Spend. Your Servant Ladies. Sir Charles, is it not Dinaer-time ? I am as 
hungry as a 7——— ,.  - C 

' Mrs. Beau. Horſe, I know the old expreſſion , were I my Uncle, Pd as 
ſoon build an Hoſpital for the lazy, as undertake to fatisfie thy voracious Ap- 


te. FUORERS , 
fie Char.” How haſt thon of late diſoblig'd my. Neice, that ſhe is fo ſevere 


« Truch the could not bear. , 
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Spend. 1 ſaid, a ſhe Wit was as great 'a Wonder as a Blazing-ſtar, and as 
certainly foretold the World's turning upſide down ; yet "ſpight of that the 
Lady will write. | | 

Mru Bean, Brute | what did I ever write, valeſs.it was thy CharaQer, and 
that was ſo «drojr, you had like to hang'd your ſelf ? . 

Sir Char. For my ſake, Coulin, forbear. 

Mrs. Beax. Let him take pett and not comne'to Dinner to day, if he thinks 
fir, "tis not” I that care, 

Spend. No, 1 will come. 

Mrs. Beau. That 1 _ = ſworn, ; 

Spend, To give occaſion, that you may draw this ſhining weapon Wit, it 
will dazzle the Aſſembly ; if it pierces only me, no i # T 

Atr;. Bean. Stuff, pfhaw, will you come, Madam, and put on your things ? 

[Exennt Ladies. 

Sir Char. Dear Spendall, 1 muſt beg of you to ſtep to our Houſe,.I made my 
Wife a kind of Promiſe to dine with her to day. | 

Spend. What ſhall 1 ſay ? 

Sir Char. Say 1 am gone to Court, ſhe loves the Thoughts of being great, 
tho” moſt unfit for'r. 

Spend. But you know you promis'd to carry her Davghter Miſs Peggy with 
you next time you went thither. | 

Sir Char. True ;, fay I'm gone to the Tower : I'm call'd, FBellinda within, 
ſay any thing the Devil puts into your Head, Are you ready ? 

[Exemet Sir Charles, 

Spend. Yes, 1 ſhall ſay what the Devil puts into my Head, but not whatyou 
expe&t : Am 1 not then ungrateful ? Has he not for ſeveral months fed, 
cloath'd ard ſupported me ? But what for, to be a meer Letter-carrier, an 
honourable Pimp ſor Plaronick Love ? He hall find I can employ my Parts 
better ; he truſts me for his pleaſure, and It betray him for mine. | 

Enter: Lady Lyewell. 

Ha, Lyeweli / why come you hither ? 

Lyew, Phough, 1 ſaw Sir Charles and the Ladies go ont.: beſides, I want 
; Mony ; I did not ſerve you fo, when I was in my Lord Wiwrrhy's Family. 

Spend. Prithee don't be ſo ſurly, here's a Crown for thee, but I expe ſome 
Service for't : Is there ever a Strumpet in your Catalogue ſo well bred as to 
write ! 7. { 

Lyew. All the Whores in Town can ſcraw! if that will do. 

Spend. Let one of %em ſend immediately a nameleſs Letter to my Lady 
Beauclair, and inform her, That Sir Charles will be to day at Mrs. Bantums 
with a Whore, between three and' four, by that hour, leſt ſhe come too ſoon 
and diſturb our Dinner, Well, the Heireſs is coming, I ſhall make thee 
amends, 

Lyew, Ay, when you marry Mrs. Zeauclair, 

Spend. Hang hes 7, I binted Love but once, and ſhe has abus'd me ever ſince... 
I have no luck with the Wits, now 1 have. better Chaſe in view, a wealthy 
Fool, a Fool the Perquilite of a Sharper, Come with me, and I'll inftru& you | 
further. a p F 4 [ Excunt, = 
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Emer Mr. Flywife and Jenny. | 

Mr, Flyw. O how happy am 1,-to breath again my native Lowdoy Air! 
I yow the Smoak of this dear Town delights me more than-all the Indian 
Groves,: happy too in meeting with one like thee ; thov wnderſtand'ſt{n- 
trigues, art cunning, ſubtile, asall our Sex ought-to- be, who deal with' chaſe 
deluders Men. | 

Jerm, Then your Ladiſhip:lik'd not the Mdies. 

AMr:, Flyw., How was't poſſible | ſhou'd ? Our Beanx was the Refuſe -of 


Newgate, and our Merchants the Offspring of fooliſh plodding Cits. 


Jern, Why went you, Madam ? _ 
Mrs. Flyw. So great is my Opinion of your Faith, I dare truſt you with 
all my paſt life: My Friends bred me at a Boarding-ſchool, and dy'd when'l 
was but fourteen, leaving, me nothing for my -PortioN} but Pride and a few 
tawdry Clothes ; 1 was a forward Girl, and bartering what 1 had not the 
Wt to prize, a never to be recever'd Fame was ſoon maiatain'd in Firery, 
Idleneſs, and darling Pleaſure, but the deccitful Town grew weary of me 
ſooner than 1 expeted, and I ſick of thar, ſeeing.other new Faces /preferr'd 
befyre me ; ſo picking up ſome Moneys, and a handſome Garb, 1 ventur'd 
to Jamaica. i ; 
| Jeri, Madam, 1 hear my Maſter unlock his'Study. : 

A+. Flyw. Oh Heavers ! and this f-olihh Story put Sir Frarcis Wildlowe's 
Letter quite ont of my Mind, Have you writ as 1 diretted ? 
Jenn. Yes, Madam.} 

Ar, Flyw. Give me the Letter and be gone, I would not have him think 

great, ! +4 - [Exit Jenny. 

Emor Mr. Flywife. [ As Mrs. Flywife goes ro put up the Letter baſtily,drops ir, 
Cone Fubby, will you go into the Dining-room the Chocolate 1s ready, 
.., Ar, Fliyw. - And you, methinks, are ready too, Madam ;, beyond Sea "twas 
a courted Favour, dreſs'd ſeldom, and careleſs 4 but fince arriv'd at this 
damn'd Town, no coſt, nor pains is ſpar'd ; Curle upon my doating Folly, 
that liſten'd to your Prayers, and ſjight of my Oath and ſtrong Averſion, 
brought you back to the high road of Hell. 1 

Mrs. Flyw, Is then my try'd Conſtancy ſuſpefted ? Did 1 fr this deny, 
the richeſt Planters of the place, who courted me in an honeſt lawful way, 
and would haye parted with their Wealth, dearer than their Souls, to have 
call d me Wile, whilſt I, fighting all their Offers, gave up my unſollied 
Bloom to yov, only on your proteited Love leaving Jamaics, fled- with you - 
to, a- remoter World, becauſe you ſaid your Circumſtance was ſuch, that if 
yon liv*'d with me, your Exgliſh Friends muſt believe you dead. | 
- (Ads. Flyw. . Well, and what was my Return to all this boaſted Kindneſs ? 
You may remember, Madam, your Cargo was fank ſo low, *twould Tcarce 
"Ford at the next Ships approach another London Topping ; when I withour 
a Hated Lock for Life penr'd on ye more Riches than all your Husband-pre- 
tenders joyn'd rogether' could aim at, gave you ſuch a ſeparate Fortune, that 
indeed I was forc'd to obey your Deſires in comidg into Erglend, beſt you 
ſhould do't without my Leave + = — | 
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My; Fliyw. Well, well, thou art a Boy, prithee no more wranglin 
Fubby;,, 1 vow and ſwear to morrow . Hl be as great a Slattern as ever was, if 
that will pleaſe you, fol will, #27103.34, 

Atr. Flyw. Ay, and want to g0 out: to day, far all the gazing Fops to ad- 
mire, tho” I have told you, I can't appear till I have enquir'd into my affairs, 
then to morrow, if you ſtay at home with me, Sackcloth will ſerve turn, 

Ori. Flyw. Lord, you are ſo-froppiſh, if I was your Wife, ſure Fabby, you 
would not be fo jealous. 

At. Fiyw. My Wife quotha! no, no, I was once bewitch'd, but I found. 
ſuch a Plague, that —— No more Wives, | ſay. 

Mrs. Flyw. Well, I'll be any thing to pleaſe Fabby , Will you go in ? Our 
Breakfaſt will be cold. | (Exit Mrs. Flyw, 

Mr. Flyw. (takes 7p the Letter) Tl follow you. 

Ha ! waoat's here ? a Sonnet, I'll warrant ; her gaping abroad .has brought 
this: A Letter of her own, only the Hand is ſcrawlI'd to diſguiſe it.- (reads) 
If 1 were convinc'd your Paſſion was real, perhaps you might have no cauſe to complain : 

fine advancing Devil) be conſtant and diſcreet, you it find none of our Sex ungrate- 
ful. By thy burning Luſt that's a damn'd Lye, for thou art thy ſelf a moft 
ungrateful Jilt * Pll catch her now, ere the Devil can be at her Elbow to in- 
vent a Lye, and if one wheedling Tongue does not deſtroy all my Senſes, ſhe 


ſhall feel my Rage. 
Enter Servant, 


_ Sir, the Captain comes to bring you News your Ship is ſafe in the 
iver. | | 

Ar, Flyw. Be damn'd, there let it link. 

Serv. Shall L tell him fo, Sir ? [ Exit Serv. 

Ar. Flyw, Jackanapes, I'll come to him. Is it impoſſible in Nature to be 
happy with or without a Woman? It chey arc virtuous.they are peeviſh, ill- 
natur'd, proud and coy ; 


If fair and complaiſant, they pleaſe as well : 
* For then, by Heav*n, they are as falſe as Hell, 


The End of the Firſt AC T. 


A C T I L 6 
Fi A, ha ha! 1 cant yd okay: 
Mrs. . 1 I can't anghing at your great concern. 
if H Jemn. O madam, if you did bur fee whet a ,my 


maſter was in, you would not be ſo merry ; he was like to beat the Sea-Cap- 
tain, tho? he brought him the good news of his Ships arrival. - c © 
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_ cefſories have bin hang'd ? and bere you'd have me Principal ! what, I under- 
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Mrs. Flyw. Pho, mind what I ſay, and fear not ; I warrant you ſhall have 


_ the Letter again, and liberty to find Sir Francis Wildlove with it. 


Jenn. Madam, he comes. 
Airs. Flyw. Well, well, be ſure you do it handſomly. (Singe, 
Never, never let her be your Wife. 
That was loud that he might think me _ ; ſpeak huſly. 
- Enter Elywite, 

Jenn. (crying) Pray, madam, ſearch again; 1 have been a month of writing 
ont, aad took it out of a Book too ; the man has ſent me forty, before | could 
make ſhift to anſwer one till now: Oh ! oh! . 

Mrs. Flyw. Prithee don't teaſe me, 1 dropt it, "tis gone, Pl} write another 
for you, lince you ſay the man is for a Husband, and can fo well maintain 
yon; be quiet, < 

Mr. Fiyw. What's this ? faith not improbable, *tis not my Damoſels hand, 
now | have conlider'd on't again, ( Aſede. 

7J«m. 1 had rather have loſt my beſt Pet coat by half. 

Mrs. Flyw. Ceaſe your noiſe, or leave the Room. 

At-. Flyw. What's the matter ? having no occaſion for a Quarrel, will be 
Money in my Packet, I am ſure. ( Aſide. 

Mrs. Elyw. Why Fuabby, this fooliſh Wench, it ſeems, has a Country Lo- 
ver, and begd of me to direct a Letter to him, which in troth I have loſt, 
ſo ſhe howls, thar's all, Fubby. | 

Mr. Flyw. And I have found it : Come Jerny, to make amends for your Sor- 
row, Il] write the Superſcripton ; Whither is it to go ? 

Jer. (aſide to ker Adzſtris) Madam, Madam, 

Ars. Flyw. O, 1 think I remember; -— to 7eoffrey Scatterlove, at the Bull- 
In in Ca»bridge © fo ſeal it and carry it, for theſe filly Girls never think it 
fate, unleſs they give ic into the Foſt-houſe rhemſelves, but make haſte, 

Jn. Have | got thee again, my dear ſweet |.etter ? (kiſſing ie. 

Ars. Flyw. A very raw fooliſh Girl this, my Dear. 

AM, Flyw. Faith Puggy, there had like to have bin a Quarrel ; I was almoſt 
afraid that Letter was a piece of Gallantry of yours. 

Mrs. F! w. Ay, ay, you are alwaies ſuſpetting me, when Heaven knows Iam 
ſuch a poor conſtant Foal, 1 never ſo much as dream of any man but my-own 
dear Fubby : Fobby, let 1 go. 

Hr. Flyw. No, no, Vii run away,l won't hear you,l won't hear you. (Fxir. 

Mr. Flyw. Thea 11] follow, and 1 am fore prevail. Oh, had my Sex but 
half wy Cunning, the deceivers would find themſelyes deceiv'd ; from my 
Gallants I never found, but gave 'em killing Charms. - 

Fools! when we love, our Liberties we loſe ; 
But when belov'd, with caſe we pick and chuſe. * 
Exit. 
Enter Lady Beauclair and Cheatall. 

La. Becauc, Brother, I ſay you're a Fool. 

Cleat- Fool in your Face. --- - Pm no more a fool than your ſelf, —— 
What would you have a man do? -- Muft 1 raviſh her ? Don't 1 know Ac- 
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ſtand Law, — 1 won't hang for your pleaſure. 

* La. Beauc. Yes, you underſtand Law 
D'ye underſtand parting with a good Eſtate, which you muſt do if you han't 
this Arabella ? Don't tell me of Ne — Ne— Neceſlaries, I ſay you (hall mir- 
ry kr. © 
Than: Ay, but the Craft will be in catching, as the Saying is: why, I went 
but &en now to take her by the Lilly-white Hand, as the Poet has it, and (he 
threw a whole diſh of ſcalding-hot Tea full in my Face, Diſh and all Contin 
Peggy ſaw her; ſhe call'd her all the names in Carjtendom ;, ſhe'll reil ye the 
ſame, . 

| La. Beauc, Ah poor Peggy ! ay, ſhe don't 'ove to ſee you abusd z -—— 
were that Minks like Peggy, you were bnt too happy. Well -— when wi'l 

ou give Peggy that Diamond Necklace ? The Sparks are almoſt mad for 

r, —— ſhe has the Lord knows how many Sweethearts ; there's Squire 
-— - what d'ye call him ? 

Cheat. (aſide) So, now ſhe's got upon her Daughter's Sweethearts — ſhe'll 
ne'er ha' done. R 

La. Beauc. There's Sir Jobn Empty, and Mr. Flutter, and Capt, Noilv, ſay the 
fineſt things to her, but the Wench is fo coy, and my Rogue of a Husban4 
will let none of 'em come home to her, but calls *em Fops, and Boars, and 
the Lord knows what. 

Chcat. O | ord, Boars ! Beavx you mean. O Lord, Boars ! 

La. Beanc. Well, ſhe has of all ſorts, and if there be twentsy Wo- 
men in company, all the rout is made about her; and the Girl doth io bluſh 
I vow and ſiwear it makes her look woundy handFm. 

Cheat. Ay, you call'd me foo!, but Il be hang'd if ye dan't mike a fool of 
_ mark the end ont ; marry her ro ſyme honelt Tradeſinan, that's fitteſt 

or her. 

La. Beaxc. Pray don't you trouble your muſty Pate ahout her : No, 
ſhe ſcorns a Citizen, ſhe would not have my Lord Mayor's Son ; ſhe's a Girl 
of diſcretion ; I was married young too, and I look'd after all my firſt Hus- 
band's Afairs. 

Cheat. (aſide) T roe, till he went the Lord knows whither to be quiet. 

La. Feauc. Indeed this young tellow is not worthy the Name of a Husband ; 
I have a good mind to let the World know what a deccirful piece 'tis. 

Enter Mrs. Peggy, eating Plumb-cake. 

Peg. Mother ! mother ! | 

La. Beanc. Whats the matter Child ? 

Peg. Here's Mrs. Arabella does nothing but jeer and abuſe me ; ſhe ſays cat- 
ing between meals will ſpoil my Shape, and I ſnatch'd a Book out of her hand, 
and ſhe faid a Primmer was fitrer for me. Hh 

La. Beauc. 111 never endure this, how dare ſhe affront my Davghter ? 

Cheat $5, I'm like to have a fine life, nothing but ſcolding and noiſe ; f:r 
my part, ['d rather-not marry at all: it ſhe is thus randy befezetand what 
will ſhe be afterwards? In a ſhort time ſhall be made Ball:ds on, and my 
Picture ſet before 'em juſt like the Summons to Herr. jair. 
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. La. Beaxc, Yes, yes, you ſhall marry her ; and we'll tame her too, I'll wars 
rant you. Pr 

Peg. Here the comes, here ſhe comes, as mad as a Turky-cock. 

Emer Mrs. Arabella. | 

Arah. Why am I us'd thus ? Your Servants are forbid to call me either 
Coach or Chair ; Are you my Jaylor 2 You, Oaf, 1 ſpeak to. 

Chear. Miſtreſs, *rwould be better for you if you had other words in your 
month, P11 tell you that, 

Peg. You ſhaw't gallop your -----— 

La. Bcarc, Hold' Feegy, let me ſpeak. What's the reaſon, Mrs. Ara- 
bella, you take this Privilege here ? — You know yuur. Fortune is at our 
diſpoſe, fo ſhall your Perſon be, elſe you muſt expe nothing, 

Arab. Had I but heard your CharaCters, I'd ſooner have been expos'd a 
Beggar ia this inhoſpitable World, than &er ſet my Feet within - your 
Doors. 

La Beau. V'd have you to know our CoreQters are honeſt CoreQers , I 
wiſh yours prove ſo. 

Cheat. Don't provoke me, I ſay, don't. 

Arab. Why : you won't beat me, ] hear there is a ſenſible Man 
am-ngſt ye, I'll appeal to him, if you'd let me ſee him 

La. Brauc, That's my Hushard you mean , No, you ſhan't ſee him, 
nor ſuch-as you are, if I <@n help it, | 

Peg. What j would you ſee my Vather-ia-laww, to tell Lies and Stories to 
tim ? No, no, don't miſtake your ſelf. 

Arap. - Away, you ſmell of Aqua Mirabilis. : 

"yg, "hace Oh Impudence ! She ſmell of ſtrong Waters ! She hates it. —— 
Come hicher Pegey, .let me ſmell, thy Breath ugd to be as ſweet as any 
Cows, 

Peg. ( aſide) What ſhall I do? Pre been at my Mother's Bottle , I won't + 


- Come to ſatishe her nor you neither. What ails ye, —- d'ye know ? 


Arab. No, don't, Miſs, - — Well, ſince ' muſt have neither Attendance 


nor Conveniency, I'll go a-foor,” (us going. 
Cl:ca: Hold ye, hold ye, you are not gone yet, as the Saying is. F 
(T akes ber by the Arm. 


Ar, Wes ever Uſge like this ? 

La.Beanc. Your Uſage has been but too good let me tell you that ; PI] show 
you ſuch Uſage as you deſerve, Hg — Uggun, — what a Devil is your 
Name ? 1 bate a Wench with a hard Name. 

(Enter Eugenia.) 


Here, lock up Mrs. Flippart in the dark Room. 


Frg+ ( Jumping about) Ay, lock her up, tock her up, | ſay. r 

Cheat, (grinning in her Face) Vet, Mrs, Bella, be rul'd by me, ——— give 
me one ſweet look; and let me take a Hony Kiſs, and you- $Shan't be lock'd 
— No, you $han't be lock'd up, but go abroad with me, and 


kave your Bellyful of Cakes and Cuſtards. — Shall | ? — Shall ]? 


Arch. There's the Kiſs;zaadfor a Look, 1 wiſh my Eyes were Baſilisks. | 
| UL 
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Peg. O Lord, Mother, how $she ſwears! \* 

Cheat. Oh my Chops, my Chops ! lock her up ; hang her, $he's a Fury. 

La. Beauc. Abominable ! come hither, hath ſhe hurt ye ? 

Arab. Oh Engenia ! laſt night, when you heard my Story, you, in gentle 
pity, wept 3 — Aſiſt me now, or I'm loſt. ; 

Exgen. Have Patience, Madam, and believe me yours, 

La. Beauc. (aſide to ber Brother) | ſay, keep the Key your elf, 1 don't lize 
her grearneſs with the Maid. 

Cheat. * Tis locking up, I fear "tis againſt Law, Siſter, 

La. Beauc. Pho, I fear nothing ; — Are not you a Squire, and rich? —— 
you're above the Leaw. s 

Cheat. Ay ; but Knights ha been hang'd, —-1 dread hanging — I trem- 
ble alwaies when I think on't. 

La Beauc. Hang'd ! there's no danger of being hang'd; what, —— ha' ye 
no Courage ? | 

Cheat. Yes, I have Courage, and that ſhe ſhall find ; my Injuries, as I have 
read it, ſteel my Eyes. Mrs Arabella, —— I could ſwear the Peace againſt 
you, and have you before a Juſtice; —— but 1 will ſpare you the Shame; and 
punth you my ſelf: — — Come along, | 

Arab. Reſiſtance is in vain, 
ſelf. , 

Cheat. Ay, ay, kill your ſelf, and then I ſhall have yeur Eſtate, without be- 
ing troubl'd with your Perſon. — [11 humble you. 

Arab. And Heaven puniſh thee. | 

Chear. Don't trouble your muſty Pate about Heaven, (as my Siſter ſays) 
but come along. . 

Peg. Away with her, away with her. 

F Arab. 1 take Heayen and Earth to witneſs, I believe you deſign to mur- 
er me, 

Chear. T here's no ſuch Deſign; beſides your Witneſſes are not valid, — 
I never heard their Evidence go in any Tryal in all my life. 

La. Beanc. No, it is not to murder ye, but make ye better : No more 
words, but let it be done. (Exeunt, manent La. Beavc, and Peggy. 

Peg. I'm glad ſhe's to be lock'd up, —— for had any Gentlemen come to 
ſee me, ſhe's ſo pert, her Tongue would ha? bin running. 

Enter Cheatall with a Key, and Gentil and Eugenia. 

Cheat. Here I have her double lock'd, i'faith neither Window nor Moule- 
hole in the Room: Genril,— fetch my Cloak, — I'll to my Lawyer Mr. Cobble- 
caſe, tor my Mind miſgives me plaguily, : 

Gent, Shall I wait on you, Sir ? 

Cheat. No, no, ſtay at home, and if any one asks for Mrs. Aratela, fay, 
She does not lodge here. 

Gent. Yes. 

Cheat. yy = 

La. Beance, Your Journey is needleſs you may go if you will; a 
dye hear, ask Mr. Cobblecaſe to _ audVine —_ a Patchelor. _- — 
ſhould alwaies be thinking of Peggy, 


but I will be reveng'd, or kill my 


-, Cheat. © 


a Silk "As - 
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Che. Wall, well. (Exe, 
Ki» O Mother, yonder's Mr, Spendall a coming, —— he's grown very fine 
of late, 


La. Feavc, Ay, if he wonld leave your Vather's _— and make out 
e 


what he ſays about his intail'd Eſtate, the man is not to ſpis'd. 
| Emer Spendall. 
\ Spend. My Lady Beaxclair, your moſt humble, Dear pretty Creature, yours. 


[Kiſſes ber. 
La. Beauc, Lord, Mr. Spendall, what d'ye do? — well, I wender Peg en- 


dures it. -— ['l vow and ſwear, Mr. Sperdall, Knights preſume no farther 
_ ws kifs the tip of my Daughters little Finger, and y.u make nothing of 
er Lips. 

Sprrd. How ! wake nothing of *'em ! pardon me, Madam, 1 put 'em to the 
uſe Nature delign'd : — They are as ſwect as — and as ſoft as — Gad, I muſt 
taſte 'em again to raiſe my Fancy. 

Peg. Be quiet, let me alone, Mr. Spendall. 

Spend. (ſmging) Ob, give your ſweet Temptations o'er, 

Ill taſte thoſe dangerous Lips no more. 

La. Beauc. You're a ſtrange man, — but come — ling us a Song of your 
own ——- Hushand ſays you can make Varſes. 

Peg. But let it be as like that as you can, for methinks that is very pretty, 

Spend. (ſide) Does the Fool think 1 fhall make it ex tempore ? -- however, 
I have one, pretty near it, as it happens. I'll rather expoſe my ſelf, than nor 
endeavour to divert you, Madam. 

- (Sings, whilſt the Muther and Daughter imitate his Geſtures, 


A SONG by Mr. —>, 
T dead -q Night, when wrap'd in Sleep 
A The $a Cottage lay, 
Paſtora /efr her folded _ 
Her Garland, Crook, needleſs Scrip, 
Love led the Nymph aſtray. 


Looſe and Undreſt ſhe takes her flight 

' To a near Myrtle-ſhaae : 
The conſcious Moon gave ſplendid light, 
To Bleſs the Raviſht Lovers ſight, 
And gain the Loving Maid. 


His eager Arms the Nymph Embrace, 
- . And, to afiwape the Pain, 
His reſtleſs Paſſion he obeys : 
At ſuch an hour, in (av « plgce, 
What Lover cad contain f 


b 
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In vain fhe calld the conſcious Moon, 


The Moon no ſuccour gave ; 
The cruel Stars, unmov/a, look”d on, 
And ſeem'd to wink at what was done, 


or wou'd her humour ſave. 


. Vanguiſh'd at laſt 4 powerful Love, 
1he Nymph explring lay ; 
No more ſoe i d, no more ſhe ſtrove, 
Since no kind ytars were found above, 
She bluſb'd, and dy'd away; 


Tet Bleſt the Grove, her happy Flight, 
And Touth that did betray 

And panting, dying with Delight, 

She tl the kind _—_— Niezht, 
Ana Carſt approaching Day. * 


* La. Beane, Thank ye, *tis very fine, If vow and ſwear. 

Peg. So*tis indeed Mother, | 

La. Beauc, Now, to leave fooling, where's my Husband ? 

Spend. 1 know not, I hat ſeen him theſe two days. Here my Father 
writes to me, if | will take up, (that's the old man's Expreſſion) and find a 
virtuous Woman with a Fortune, he will give meThree thouſand pounds down, 
and ſettle Eight hundred a year, —— and, faith, I am trying to obey” the 
rich Cuff, and wean my ſelf from my old Friends and the dear Bottle. 

La. Beauc. Ay, youdo very well, Mr. Spendal; 1 ſhould be overjoy'd to 
ſee you take up, and perhaps a Fortune may be found : — Yll ſay no more — / 
but a thorow Reformation will produce ſtrange - matters, matters I little 
thought of; but 11] ſay no more. 

Spend. Your Ladiſhip muſt not fay a word of this to Sir Charles, for then 
he'1l forbid me the ſight of this dear Creature, whoſe Charms alone have power 
to work the mention'd Reformation, 

La. Feauc. No, no, fear not that, I han't ſo many Friends, to go the ready 
way to loſe *em. 

Peg. For my part, I don't love Vather ſo well, to tell hica any thing 


of us, 
Enter a Boy with 4 Letter. 

Boy. Madam, here's a Penny-poſt Letter to your Ladiſhip. 

La. Beaue. To me ! | 

Peg. 1 warrant 'tis to me, from ſome Spark. 

La. Beanc. Stand away Huſly, 'tis durracted to my —J— my Lady Beau- 
clair, What's this [| fammering at'ir ] Mrs. Banter's the Indian 
. Houſe ? .— — Read it, Mr. Spendall, miſchief, I believe. (Spend. reads) 

** Tho” unknown, I cannot forbear, in Juſtice xo your Ladiſhips y_ in- 

| * forming. 


CE es ee re rr err yy err—— 
n—_ _— 
b 


were true happineſs. -m#þ 
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« forming you, that Sir Charles, at four a clock, will be with a Miſtreſs, at 


* Mrs. Bantar's ; uſe your Diſcretion, but aſſure ſelf it is a Truth, 

La. Beaxc. O the Villain, the Rogue! the con Whore! Pl! tear his 
and her Eyes out ; always at home he's ſick, his Head aches, and he muſt 
lye alone: Ah, Mr. Spendad, it | ſhould tell you the naked T you'd ſay, 


| he was a Viilain too ; Pve often told him his own with Tears, and the bra:en- 
' facd Villain has forſwore-it. My Husband with a Whore ! 1 have no Pati- 


ence; I'll go there immediately, and ſtay till ge comes, 
Peg. Ay, do mother, and FIl go with you, and help to pull their Eyes 
our. "_ 

Spend. Are you both mad ? Why all there love Sir Char'e: to that degree 
they'd watch and tura him back, —— you'd never conceal your Paſſion, --.... 
your only way is to come after the hour, and then you'll certainly fur- 

ze 'em, 
gr > Beauc. That's true; well, good Mr. Spenda! ſtay and comfort me,-— 
I fear 1 ſhall have my Fits, and then ao two men can hold me, 

Spend, I would with all my Heart, and cſtcem my ſelf happy to ſerve you, 
but my Father has ſent me twenty Guineas for a Token, and 1t 1 don't go this 
minute, the man will be gone out of Town, and carry 'em back with him. 

La. Beaxc. Nay, that is not to be neglected. Come Child, we'l go 
to my Couſin Prarr e's, and tell her this News : my Hosband with a Whore ! 
—— --— I cannot bear it. 

Spend. 1 muſt ſeize a Kiſs, elſe I ſhall faint before 1 fee you agen. 

Feg. Piſh, piſh, I think the man's diſtratted. 

La. Beauc. Is this a time, —— and my Husband with a Whore! 1 wiſh my 
Nails were twice as long for her ſake. _ - Ah Child, thy Vather was ano- 
thergneſs man than this, tho? he had Faults roo, Come away : Your Ser- 
vant Mr. Spendall, * | 

Pey. Your Servant Sir. 

La. Beauc. My Husband with a Whore ! 


| [Exennt La. Beauclair and Peggy. 
Spend. Ladies, your moſt obedient Slave. —— Thus far Aﬀairs go on as I 
could wiſh, Now if my Lady does but abuſe Bellinds, til it come to parting 
between Sir Charles and ſhe, then my Aſc being oot of his Tuition, I fear not 
her falling into mine : -— She's damn'd filly, 1 am forc'd to let all Court- 
ſhip Ive in Kiſfing, for ſhe underſtands a Complement no more than Algebra. 
— Well — her Wealth makes it up. Now for Dinner, (Exit. 
Scene Changes 16 St. James Park. | 
Emer Sir Charles Beauclair, Bellinda and Ars. Beauclair, 
Arr. Beau. This Walk ith? Park has done me good. 
Beti, * Twas very refreſhing. 
Ars. Þ. Is not this better now dear Zelinda, than reading and ſighing a. 
way-every beauvteous Morning. | 
# Yes, if at each gazer the conſcious Bluſhes wou'd forbear to riſe, if 
1 cou'd look upon this objet of my Love and Vertue , not ſhrink back, - it 
4 w . * 


Sir 
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; Sir Char, M Charmer, let me call this day mine, and oblige you 
_—- IIrny , y » ant 


s."B. 1 warrant ye, by and by we'll be as merry as the —you know 
the title that ſticks aband , Uncle, — ha,yonder's Sir Francis Wildlove, for Hea- 
yen's ſake ſtep behind the Trees, whilſt 1 clap on my Mask, and prole to- 
wards Roſamends Pond, and he, no doubt, purſues. 

Bell. You will not fore. : 

Ars. B. Indeed, my dear Gravity, I will; that is, wich your leave, Sir. 

Sir Char, Well thou art a mad Girl, but [ dare truſt thee, come this way, 
Madam, Fxvr. 

Mrs. B. croſſes the Stage, Sir Fran, Wi'dlove following 
X at a diſt arice. | : 

Sir Fran, What's there, a Woman well Shap'd, well Dreſt, Mask'd and 
alone / how many Temptations has the Devil rack'd together for a poor frail 
Mortal, that ſcarce needed half 2 one | the Handkercheit droprt, a fair invi- 
tation, a duce take her agility, ſhe has been roo nimble for me, however I'll 
venture, — Madam,by your remaining,wh.n the whole Army of Beauuies ate 
retir*d, I ſhould gueſs you Picceer for a particular prize. Wo 

Mrs. B. Then I ſuppoſe y-:y have vanity enougn tothink your well-rigg'd 
Pinnace worth ſecuring. : 

Sir Fran, Faith, Chi:d, I hope you wou'd not find the fraight diſagreeable. 

Ars. B. Now | con'd not have thought ſach a hopeful proper Gentlemar, 
wou'd have been ſtragl.ng in the Park this Hour ; whar, no Lady of Quality, 
nor Miſs thatappears like one to lead out to day, no Aſſignation ? or is the 
Pague vpon your fine Cloths, Credit out, and Pucket empty ? 

Sir Char. Shall I tell you the<ruth. | 

Ars. FR, Yes, it you can find in your heart. hs 

Sir Fran. Why then, Faith, 1 have an Appointment, and that with Ladys, 
nay, and Muſick ; yet if you'll be kind, my dear Chicken, rhey ſhall wzit for 
me in vain, By Heav'n, a charming ſide face. (Coming nearer her. 

Mrs. Stand off, or 1 vaniſh, bur tell me what makes yon ſo indifferent to 
your firſt engagement ? the Women are Old 1 ſwppoſe. 

Sir Fran. Alas, very Buds, my Dear, 

Ars. B, Ugly then. \ 

Sir Fran. Bcantiful as Angels. 

Ars. B. What can be the matter ? 

Sir Fran. Don't you gueſs? why they arc Vertnous. I have a Miſtreſs there, 
zonfound me if I ar not damnably in Love wirh her, and yet cou'd never get 
my ſelf in a vein ſerious enongh to ſay o, ce dull, foliſh, modeſt thing to her. 
* Avi. B, Poor Gentleman, ſuppoſe you praQtis'd before you went, and 
fancy'd me the Lady. 

Sir Fran. A Match. 


Ars. B. With Arms acroſs. =_ 
a on Frazs. And the looks of an AS, 1 begin, ah Madam! — how was t 
gh ? 


Ars. B. Pretty well. P | I 
Si Fran, Behold the humbleſt of your Slaves : ſee the Martyr of yþur 
| D Frowns z 
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Frowns”; thoſe Arms muſt heal the Wounds your Eyes bave made, or elſe I 
dye ; they muſt, they maſt, © (Ruſhing upon her, 

Ars. B. Hold, hold !— Sir Charles, Sir Charles, here I hall be raviſh'd ig, the 
open Park, (Unmasking. 

Sir Fran, O Heavens! Mrs. Peauclair ! 

Enter Sir Charles and Bellinda. 

$ir Char. Why how now Frank, in Raptures before the face of the World 
and the Son ! 

£ir Fran. Pſhaw, I do confeſs I am caught, 

. _ If you ad come to any harm, Madam, you might have thank'd' your 
elf, 

Mrs. B. (aſide) No great harm neither, to have a hearty Hug from the man 
oe loves. 

Sir Fran, Madam, I humbly ask your Pardon, 

Ars. B. Ir is calily. granted, 'twas a Frolick of my own beginning. 

4;- Fran, This Generofity wholly ſubdues my wandering Hearr, 

Ars, B. Have a care cf getting into the dull, fooliſh, modeſt Road, Sir 
Francs. 

Sir Fram, No more of that, dear madain, 

£x Cha: Come, 1 believe Dinner ſtays ; where's your Friend Mr. Beaumont ? 

Sir Frau, He'l be there before rs. 

Sir Cha. Let's to our Chairs, I dare ay the Ladies are tir'd. 

Bel, Truly I am. 
Enter Jenny, and pulls Sir Francis by the Sleeve ;,. be ſtep; aſide with her. 

Ten, Sir, the Lady that came lately from the /ndies, whom you have ſen 
at the Play, fends you this-; the odneſs of the Superſcription ſhe'l explain to- 
you. 

Sir Frar. O the charming Angel ! dearGirl, accept my Acknowledgment, 
and ſtep behind thoſe Trees whilſt I lead-my Mother and my Aunt into their 
Cheirs, ll be with you in a moment, 

Ars. B, O the wretched Libertine !- but to take notice on't-would ſhew too 
muci: Concern. 

Sir Cha. Sir Francis, whereare you ? 

Sir Fra. Rere, at your Elbow, Sir Cherles : Madam, may I preſume to. lead 
you to your Chair ? 

Mrs. B. Yes Sir, tho” 1 believe, as your Aﬀairs ſtand, you could - 'bate the 
Ceremony. : 

Sir Fran, The greateſt Aﬀairs in Chriſtendom ſhould not hinder me from 
waiting on your Ladiſkip. (Exennt, 

Emer Jenny. 

Jen. No faith, they are not of the Shape of motherly and elderly Aunts : 

Pt not ſtay here, but watch where they go, and teil my Lady what a Ram- 


bler she-has choſe. (Exit. 
. SCENE charges to a Houſe, . 
\ Enter Mrs. Flywife. 


Mrs. Flye. So with mnech coakſing 1 have got my jealous Fellow to let me £0 
© out this afternovn, on the-pretence of buying things, .and ſeeing an old ns 
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Yf this Wench wov'd come and: tell me where the mad Spark will be, BI 
venture to give him the meeting ; have you found him ? 
Enter Jenny. | 

Jen, Yes, Madam, but I perceive he's a fad wild man, he was engaged with 
two Masks, and wou'd fain have flamm'd me off 'twas his Mocher, but I ſaw 
by their Meen and Dreſs they were young. 

Mri. Flyw, What faid he to you ? 

Jen. Seem'd much pleaſed, but ſhie : Bid me ſtay, and promis'd to return 
preſently ; I thought I ſhould do your Ladyſhip more ſervice in ſeging where 
__ went, ſo 1 dogg'd *em to Mrs. Bantam's our Neighbour and hous'd 'em 
all there, 

Mrs. Flyw. Very good, and by and by, I'll to Lockers, and fen1 for him, 
I fancyl know the Gentleman s hamours ſo well,that he'll certainly forſake old 
acquaintance for thoſe of a newer date, tho* he ventures changing for the 
werſe : -heſeem'd eager and pleas'd, fierce and fond, and ſwore my Charms 
were uncqualld. His ſwearing indeed ſignifies but !irtle , the Banquet o're, 

Yet ſure he 1l mect when Love and | invite, 
For Love's his God, and leads him to Jelight, 


The End of the Second AF. 


ACT IIL 


Enter Eugenia, folow'd by Gentil. 
Gent, Hither ſo faſt, Mrs. Eugenia? 
Eng. = me not, 1 am upon an Att of Charity, trying'to free 
the Immur'd Lady ;—-— 1 have been picking up all the RuſtyKeys in the houſe, 
ia hopes to accompliſh it. 


Gent, Why you'll looſe your place. 
Exg. Hang my place, -— e's not one in the Family underſtands a 


Grais of Civility, except Sir Charts; and if he ſpeaks to me my Lady pulls 
my Head-cloaths off — Come I know you dont love that Lubberly  Cox- 
comb, your Maſter -E'en joyn with me, aſliſt in Arabelis's Lib:rty, and 
recover her Fortune, and 1 dare engage ſhe Il make ours. Beſides, to tell 
. you the Truth, I have received ten Guineas to day, from one Mr, Brawrwont, 
to endeavour her freedom. 
/ Gent. That's a moſt preyailing Argument, 1 confeſs. What I do is for your © 
fake Mrs. Eugenia 


. In hopes to go ſhacks with the Gold, Ha, Genti#! Well, well, ſta 
here Fn return immediately. CExit "and Re-enter with Arabella, 


"Tis done, *tis done, is this 2 Bird to be concealed in ſuch a dark and DiC- 
td Wel thou art a rare Girl. O if _— CC ——— now, and- 
| 2 get 
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get the Writings of my Eſtate for me, five hundred Pound ſhou'd be thy own 
next moment, Wench. - 
Gent. Say you ſo, Madam, Gad I'll turn Devil but it ſhall be done. 
Evg. Why what wov'd that ſignify to you Fool ? 
Gent, Well, mind the Ladies bulineſs, and let me alone to take care of yours, 
Exg. Firſt let us take care of the *Squire, Gad if I don't manage that Boo« 
by, In give you leave to cut my Apron, and make a ſlobering Bibon't, 
Gent, \Well, what's your contrivance ? 
| Eug. Why, I'llgo in again, pour down a Bottle of Red-Ink I know of, 
> make all faſt, and ſwear he has murdered ye. A Croſs Old Woman 
lately, to whom he wou'd give nothing, told him, ſhe read it in his Phys, 
T hat he wound come to be hang*d ; which the ſuperſtitious Fool has ever 
ſjace been afraid of ; very indifferent Circumſtances will Confirm that Fear, 
and bring him to a Complyance: p 

Arab. My better Angel! It has a Lucky face It Hooks like thee —— 
but how muſt I be diſpoſed of ? 

Ewg. If you pleaſc. to go-to Mrs. Beauclairs, Sir Charic:'s Neice, ſhe's a Wo- 
man Cheerfall, Witty, and Good, and will aſſiſt you in every Thing, 

Arai, 've heard {> well of her, 1 dare venture tobe obliged to her, come 
let's make haſte, ; 

Eng... Gentil,, gerthe back door open, and let none of the Servants ſee us 
go aut ; Pm ſure we ſhall be lucky, becauſe my Termagant Lady won't be at 
home to day to diſturb us. 

Arab. Come then, /1 long toquic the Houſe I have been ſo ill us'd in. Ex. 


—— ——__——_— —__—_ — - 
. 
b 


Scene changes to the India Houſe. 
Enter $4r Francis Wildlove. 
Sir Fran, A Duſe of all ill luck, I have loſt my little + Ambaſſadreſs- from 
| my dear Indian Queen, *rwas a Charmer : Low can an 0'd Ca mudgeen have the 
| { np1dence to hope he ſhou'd keep ſuch a lovely Creature toj1i 1 ſelf ? For a 
Hosband or Cally, I find by her diſcourſe, ſhe has, and by the Deſcription, 
ſhe hates bim, which is a good ſtepfor me, 
Entcy Scarchwell. 
Search, Sir, all the Company is comiag into-this Room, to hear the My- 
lick. 
Sir Fran. Gad ſo, ae they ? then I muſt wait upon Mrs. Feaxclair down. 
Sirrab,-you area purblind Dog, uot to find the pretty Letter-Carrier, 
Scarch..I think I ſee aWoman as ſoon: as another, elie I'm ſure 1 were not fit 
for your Honour's Service. I11 ſwear ſhe was not in the Park : 1 ſearcht it 
| three times over as carefully as I had been to looka Needle in a Bottleof Hay, 
. and hang'd if 1'did not find ir. ; 
Siy Fran, What a Compariſon the Puppy has ! D'ye hear, if you do not 
find her out, I ſhall Diſcard you for an Inſignificant Blockhead, for. 1 am 
» Damnably and Deſperately in Love with her Miſtreſs. Exit, Sir Fran. 
' + Search. AhLard, Ah Lard, Deſperately and Damnably in Love with her, 
and never ſaw her bat ewiceata P then ſhe was in a Mask... Well my 
Maſter wou'd be the beſt of men it 'twere not for theſe Whores Iam 


"mM | har aſſed 
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haraſſed off my Legs after 'em; the Pox, the Plague, that belongs to *em, con- 

ſume 'em all I ſay. | Exe. 

Enter Sir Charles, Peauclair, Sir Francis Wildlove, Beaumont, Spendall, Bel- ' 
linda a»d Mrs, Beaumont, 

Sir Char. Ladies, ww oe like your ſmall Regalio ? 

My:. Bean, Extreamly ; for ought 1 know, 'S:r Charles, you may repoat 
ſhewing me the wayto gad abroad, | . | 

Bell. What Opinion, Madam, do you think this Gentleman will have 
of us, mes preſume the young Ladies in the Country are not fo free of their 
Compan | : 

Mes Noam No, poor Gentlewomen — They are Condemned to the 
Government of ſome Toothleſs Aunt- or Grannum, viſit but once a year , 
and that in the Summer ſeaſon, when the heat covers the Ruddy. Lafſes with 
ſweat and duſt, The Winter they divert themſelves with Blindman's Buff a- 
mong the ſerving men ; where, too often, one ſprucer than the reſt, whiC 
pers Love tO Miſs Jenny, and ſeduces even the Eldeſt Daughter. . 

Beaumont. Tho' ſome have been guilty of thoſe weakneſſes, you muſt not 
accuſe all. 

Mrs. Beau, All whoareconfin'd there, never ſuffer'd to ſee the YWorld— 
for granting one more thinking than the reſt, who has power and obeys her 
Father, in ſuffering the Addreſles of the next adjacent v—_ ſhe either dies 
of a Conſumption (Pining after 2s more refin'd) or elſe o'recome 
with Vapers, runs melancholly mad. E 

Beaumont. (to Bel.) Madam you figh'd at this pretty Deſcription. 

Bell. Did 1 ? 

Beaumont. Both her deportment and face confirm my ſuſpitions.. (aſide. 

Sir Char. You are thoughttfull, Frank. | | 

Mrs. Beau. Wou'd you have him brisker, Uncle ? *tis but my clapping on a 
Mask and 'tis done, Sir Francis,do | wrong you, bave L nor ſeen you at a Play 
flighting a!l the bare-fac'd Feauties, hunting a Trollop ita Mask with pains 
w. pleaſure ; Nay, more for her gaping Nonſenſical Banters, negle&ing 
immortal Dryder's Eloquence, or Congreve's unequall d Wir, 

Sir Fran. | own ſometimes | divert my ſelf with the little Gypſies, 


Ars. Beau. Ay, and diſturb the Audience. 

Sir Fran. Faith, Madam, I mult ſpeak freely, tho" you are a Womag of 
Quality, and my Friend's Neice, you talk fo prettily,. *tis pity you ſhou'd not 
do it often in a Mask : But then agen, you are ſo pretty, "tis pity you ſhon'd 
ever wear one, 

Mrs. Bean. | did not deſign by railing to beg a Compliment; Sir Charles, 
where's the Muſick ? | 


A Song by Mrs. P--—, Sung by yo. Hodgſon: 


Hen 1 langaiſh'd, and wiſh'd you wou'd ſomething beſtow, 
Tou bad me to give it a Name; 
But, by Heaven, I know it as little as you, | | 
ho) my Ignorance paſſes for Shame: > - Tow 


. - m—_ 


—_— — -_ 
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Toa take for Devotion each paſſionate Glance, 
And think the dull Fool is ſincere, 

But never believe that I ſpeak in Romance 
On purpoſe to tickle your Ear, 

- Topleaſe me then more, think jill I am true, 

And hug each Apocryphal Text : 

The I praftice # thouſand falſe Dottrines on you, 
I ſhall fill have enough for the next. [.4 Dance. 


A Dialogue, between two Platonic Lovers : The Words 
by Mr. Mottexx, and ſet by Mr. Eccles. 


He. Ow long muſt the hours employ 
| To ſer, be lowd, yet mer emjoy ? 
ho" to curb looſe deſires I try, 
Sure I may wiſh at _— ae ? 
Dye then, Poor Strephon, wretched Swain ; 
Nor only live to love in vain, 


She. Live, hopeleſs Lover, while Igrieve 
Much for thy Fate, but more for mine ; 
For mine, ” Dear, Condemwd to live, 
To Love, be Lov'd, yet nere be thine, 


-He. Oh, See me, Love me, Grieve me ſtill, 
Till Love's exceſs, or Sorrow's kill, 
Ts riot my ſelf 1 Love, but thee, 
Then I muſt aye to ſer thee free, 


Sha No, Live and Love, tho hope is dead ; 
For *tis a Virtue ſo to Love: + 
The Gold's refiw'd, the Droſs is fled, 
The Martyrs thus in Flames improve. 


. Both. Then let us Love on, and never Complain, 
But Fan the kind Fire, and Bleſs the dear Pain, 
Deſpair (bou'd true Lovers be driven ? 


For mwhyto 
Since Love has bis Martyrs, he muſt have his Heaven, 
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Spend. My Lady Beaxclair will be here ſtrait, I'll een march off, [7 going. 

Sir Cha. What, deſert us, Jack / tho? the Ladies won't drink, you may. + 

Spend. I beg your Pardon, Sir Charles, -— 1 have made ogy Loos with 
fome Women of Quality of my Acquaintance, 

AMr:. B. Women of Quality !* what, your Landrefles Daughter, or ſome 
pert, fleering, tawdry Thing of a Shop, vain, and proud to loſe what the un- 
derſtands not, her Reputation ; ſhe alſo brags, ſhe's coming to Quality when 
ſhe meets you. 

Spend. 1 ſhall not expoſe their Names, to convince your Ladiſhip of their 
Rank. 

Belt. O, by no means debar the Gentleman of his Quality, 

Sir Fran. You ſee the Ladies are willing to diſmiſs you, Jack. 


Spend. I'm their very humble ſervant. (Exit. 
Immediatcly after Enter Lady Beauclair, ( puſhing away a Servant Maid) 
and Mrs. Peggy. 


La. Beauc; Ye lye, ye damn'd Qyean, he is here, — ha!' ——. and his 

Minion with him ! let me gome at her _ 
[ Leaps, and catches hold of her. 

Sir Cha. Hell and Furies! my Wife ! Madam, why all this Rage ? 
Don't you ſee my Neice ? the other is a Friend of hers, a Woman, of Ho- 
nour. 
La. Beau:. Your Neice is a Pimp, and ſhe's a Whore ! II! mark her 
Sirrah Villain ! Oh, oh my Fits! my Fits! _ (Falls in @ Char. ' 
Sir Cha, Fly, my Bellind, from her brutal Rage,whilſt I Wedlocks ſlave ſtay 
and appeaſe this hateful ſtorm, 

Bel. *Tis but what I ought to have expetcd , "ris jaſt I ſhould be puniſh'd, 
to prevent my being gullty. 
ha. Fran, Dear Beaumont, carry this injur'd Lady off, whilſt we bear the- 

unt, 

M1. B, Go to my Lodgings, Child. 

Bel. Any where, to Death or Hell, if there can be a greater Hell than what 
this Boſom feels. 

Peg. OLo. O Lo. I believe my Mother's dead. 

Sir Cha. You know the contrary ; -theſe Fits are a new Trick Nature has 
Heretofore Tears and Smiles were the high» 


farnish'd'the Sex with. 
eſt part their Difſimulation could attain. 
ll this while Lady Ecauclair kas been faintly ſtriving, as in a Fit, 
and now ſhbrieks our — — Oh! ob! 
Ars. B. Give her ſome Water. 
Sir Cha. Give her ſome Wine, elſe you'l diſoblige her more, to my Know=- 
ledge, than the Fits, 
Peg. (aſide) And well _ on, — I'll ſteal behind and drink a Glaſs of” 
Wine, — my ſtomach's a cold. hy" to the Side-table, wbilft they are about the 
© Chair and drinks two or three Glaſſes of Wine. 
La. Beauc. ( farting a") No, Villain, Devil ! Il drink-none of your Wine, 
—— it may be poiſon'd. | th 


—_— 
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* *cwiſed 


" has got! Fr 


"Glaſs of Wine ? 
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*- * *Sir Chas, Oh, you bad not loſt all yqur Se you could hear, I find, 


La. Beavc, Rague, and I'll make thee feel, Il! tear thy Linnen, Hair, thy 
Sir Cha. Hold, Madam, as I'm a Gentleman, uſe me like one, 
Mr:i, P, Six Prancis, here's au excellent Argument on your ſide, here's Ma- 
trimony in its true celours. 
Sir Fra. No, Madam, her Carriage is not a Satyr on the whole Sex, — it 
but ſets off better Wives. | "a 
La. Beaue. Yes, you were a Gentlemin, and that was all, when I marricd 
ye, the poor third Brother of a Knight, 'twas brought your Eſtate; if ſince 
by your Friends death one bas fell, muſt | be abus d, firrah? 
ir Cha. Madam, you have not been abue'd ; you Kknowghat I was in my 
Monage married, ſaw yot with my own Eyes, nor choſe for my unhappy ſelf : 
&rel liv'd with ye, I poſſe(F'd an Eftate nebier, a larger fir than yours, which 
you.ha1 e ſtill commanded , nay, | have often vrg'd ye to Diverſions, in hopes 
it wou'd have alter'd that nnquiet m nd, bur al! in vain, 

La. Beaxe, Divartions! what Divartions ? Yes, you had me to the Play- 
houſe, and the firſt thing 1 ſaw was an vgly black Devil kill his Wife, for 
n:thing; then your Afetr idare King © the Porecarics, your Timon the Atheift, 
the Man in the Moon, and all the reſt --— N nſeiice, Stuff, I hate 'em 

Sir Cha. 1 need fay no more, 
ſelf 


La. Brave, Shown, what have I'shown ? ſend for your Gilflurt t6 shvw : 


Now, Madam, you have $shcwn your 


' 1 have shewn nothing but a vartuons Face. 


Ars. B. All Virtue does not lie in Chaſtity, tho” that's a great one. 
La: Feaue, Well Couſin, Pm (orry to ſee you take ſach Conrſes, I would not 
bave my Peg like you for the Varſal World, Pg, what a Colour this Child 
Kirin for me, I'm afraid, hs put her into a Fever. 

Sir Fran, Come, Madam, l:t's compoſe theſe Differ:nces ; your. Anger is 
grorn eſs — upon my Word, Not well, pretty miſs ! will you drink a 


(Mrs. Peggy hickupe, 
Peg. No, / thank yon, —— 7 cannot abide it, 
La. Beauc. Poor Girl, she never diinks any thing ſtrong, except $he's very 


ſick indeed. 


Sir Cha. And $he's very often ſick, poor Creature ! — about ſome five or 
fix times a day. — Madam, $hall 7 wait on you home ? 7 think we may quit 


+ this place with Shame enough, 


Mrs. Peg. (to ber Mother, aſide) Don t be Friends, for Mr. Spendall ſent me 
week, * meet us in the Park, and if .Vather gocs with us, how $hall 
tat . 

La. Reavc, 1 dan't intend it ; -— No, Hypocrite, you $shan't ſtir a fle 
with me, if thou doſt, I11 make a bigger noiſe below, and raiſe the Ho 
about thy Ears, Come Peg. (Excunt La, Beauc, and Peggy, 

Mrys. B. My Aunt's Noiſc is her Guard, none dare approach her. + 

Sir Cha. Her going oot can't be more ridiculous than her coming in, 


% 


Ari. B, 
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Myr. B: Sir Charles, 'Let not your noble Couragy be caſt dang. 'V! i | 
- Sir Cha. Outragious Clamogrs are na News/tb me 4//biſd 1: Jread  how' my 
Belinda may reſent it. - ; 1! dy ty EU ellirgs 

Sir Fran, | wonder, Sir. Charles, you have Patience to live with this violent 
Woman. - ; 

Sir Cha, 'Tis for my Fair one's ſake, who, nicely jealous the World would 
ſay ſhe had occaſion'd our parting, |has ſworn never to ſte me more, if | at- 


tempt it, | 
Enter Searchwell. | 
Searchw. (aſide 19-Siz Fran.) Sir, Sir, the Lady you are fo'damnably in love 
with ſends word, if you diſengage your ſelf from your Company, ſhe'l be at 
Locker's in half an hour, "> | 
Atvi., B.. Is it fo, i faith ? y | 
Sir Fran, (10 him) Coxcomb, what vecd you ha” fpoke ſylond ? Tell him 
I'l nut fail to wait on hiv. Well, Sir Chwrles, youl to Bellinda. 
oy Cha. No, I'll firſt go home, and try to ſtop the. farther Fury of my 
Wite, ; 
Sir Fran, Madam, I had Hopes you wovld have done me the Honour to let 
me wait on you this Afternoon, bur it has happen'd ſo unluckily, that arr o'd 
Uncle of mine, to whom 1 am much oblig'd, . 
Merz. B. (aſide to-bim) Oh, I'm your Uncle's Servant; Sir, there needs tio 
b-- your Company . being at. this time a Favour 1 neither expe& nor" 
cure. | "1 
Sir Cha Will you go in a Chair, Neice, or in my Coach ? SLE 
My:. F. A Chair if you pleaſe, Sir. | A 
Sir Fran, To that give us both leave to wait on you. oy 
AMr:. B. Pray give melcave to ſpeak a word to my Boy fieſt.. Wit. 
Foy, Madam, Y 
FY0 B Run to my Woman, and bid her come to her Avunts immediately, 
and bring ne the Suit Sir Charles made for the laſt Ball, and left at- my Lodg-' 
ings : make haſte, fly. | 
, I will, Madam. 
rs, B., Hang it, "tis but one ridicutors thing, I'm refoly't to do it, I'll 
figd theſe Pleaſures out, that charm this Reprobate ; Mony will make all the 
Drawers mine. TA 
Sr Cha. Tm ready to go. 


: 


j 


Sir Fran. Madam, be p.casd to accept my Hand. (Excane. 

| SCENE changes, Beanclair' L : (f | " (44, 
-,, Enter xe fr leading rm, nt Ort =O 
Bien, Now, Madam, you're ſafe inthe Lodgings of your Friend, forgetthe: 


R_—_ a ble; her Words, like Poiſonous Shafts, | 
Belt, Forget it! i ible; her Words, like Poiſonous hare pierc'd 
my ool, and will for ever dwell upon, my Memory with -eadlefs Leer 
racks ; yet look not on me as that vile Creature ſhe has 1 ed; buri! 
belteve me, Sir, 1 d my Heart too far, Iiknew Sir Chalecvins i 
marred, Whea l my Love unjuſt, wy ilite the Torment proxy, 

, chill 
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j . d, 4 . . 
an of the ring Denpe one and Tears, yet 'ſpight of my Diſtra&ions, 


'falling Dews, *twas too great to- be 
extinguiſh'd, *till this laſt ſtorm has torn it by the Roots to ſpring no 
more | 


- Beaum. Her every word and looks confirms my Thoughts. Madarm, this 1 
dare preſume to ſay, both from his Charatter and my ſmall Acquaintance, Sir 
Charles Beanclair has moral Virtues, to our late Engliſh Hero's unpraftis'd and 
unknown ; yet if I might adviſe, you ſhould never {ce him more, or only to 
take an everlaſting Leave. 

Bil. Your F I confeſs, is ſtrange, and your Advice is what 1 had re- 
ſolv'd on before, | 

Beaum. None but the lovely Marianne could with ſach becoming Maj 

ave check'd a Stranger's boldneſs . View well theſe Lines, and then confeſs 
if they do not the reſemblance bear of a ſoft charming Face you have often by 
reflexion ſeen, (Gives a Piltare. 

Rel. Ha !' my own PiRture, one of the effe&s of my dear Mothers fondneſs, 
which ſhe, dying, left in my Father's Hands ; he nam'd me too; then let evere 
laſting darkneſs ſhrand me; ler me no more behold the Sun or human kind, 
forget the World, as I would be of that forgotten. | 

Beanm. Turn, Madam, and look. npon me as your Friend ; if you would 
ſtil remain unknown, my. Breaſt ſhall keep this Diſcovery ſilent and ſafe as Se- 
crets buried with the dead : Your Father gave me that Piture, with Deſires 

ſo tender for yuor return, that, I confeſs, they moy'd me : I undertook the 
x enquiry, tho' ſcarce could hope to have ſacceeded. Since your abſence your ' 
Brother's dead ; ſo that your Father, hopeleſs and child leſs, mourns, and ſays 

our ſight. would revive him more than when he firſt blefs'd Heaven for your 

PPy birth and Mothers ſafety, 

Bel. My Brother dead ! — loy'd Youth! I grieve thy untimely Fate, hut 
thou art gone to reſt'and Peace, whilſt 1 am left npon the wrack : Sir, 1 read 
in all your words a piercing Truth and an unbyaſs'd Honour, they have fer 
my Errors full before me, my fled-Duty returns as ſwift as | will do to this 
wrong'd Parent, hang on his aged Knees, vor 1iſe till I have found Forgive- 
neſs and my Bleſling there. 

\Beaum. Tho' much wiſh your Honour and your Fame ſecure, yet to part 
fuch Lovers, whom this lewd Age- will ſcarce believe there ever were, gates 
my very Nature. 

Bel. Oh ! let me not look back that way, but generouſly afſiſt me on, till. 
- that dear man, who, witneſs my Diſgraces, 1 value more than all Earth's ri- 
cheſt Treaſures. Tell him, leſt he d take it ill of you, that 1 have con- 
feſs'd my Birth, and have reſolv'd to fly from him and all the World, and 
inmy Father's Houſe remain as in a Cloiſter, 

Beaum, How will he brook the Meſſage ? | 
'Bel; Oh ! tell him, Sir, _—_ 6 will ſcarce excel thoſe, 
my. ing'Vivtue gave at every guilty g, for there was Guilt : tell- 
him 1 have ſfworrto die if he purſues. Fblouft to impoſe all this on you; but 


ifsLover, ſure you'll Eorgive my Follies. 


' Bear, V'i-tell bir all, but 1. atoft fend him £00g & partic Rif, at Teaſt, 
which muſt be allow'd to ſuch uncqual'd Love, AL 
Bel. Not till all is fix\d for my remove, then I orice! more'will ſee hint, tho 
my Heart-ſtrings crack, I'll conquer all theſe criminal Fires z, I have the Goal 
in view, bright Honour leads me on, the part 1s but, oh ! "tis paint- 
[ful too * Let me retire, and tear him from my doating Thoughts, or in the 
bitter Conflict loſe the uſe of Thought. (Exit. 
Beaum, How ſtrong are the Efforts of Honour where a good Educa tion 
fromde the Mind in Virtue! this unexpeRted horry has for {ome moments 
iſh'd my dear Arabella from my Thoughts. O, here comes my Imply- 
ment ! well, how goes Afﬀeairs ? 
Enter Searchwell. 
Search. Rarely, Sir ; the Chambermaid ſwallow'd the Guineas 2s glibly as 
a Lawyer a double Fee from his Client's Antagoniſt ; ſte's bringing 
the young Lady hither. 4 talks of a Contrivance, that vou ſhould in- 
Nantly appear like a Tarpaulin, pretend to be related to the Lady, and fright 


the *Squire into a complyance. 
Beanm, Any thing to ferve my Arabella, wel meet *em, and receive their 


Inſtrucions. (Excun, 
The End of the Third At. 


kv 


 — 


AE: TI -' B92 
SCENE a Room in Lockct's, a, Table with a Flack upon it. 


Enter Sir Francis Wildlove and Mys. Flywife. 
Mrs. Flyw. ElI, this is a ſtrange mad thing, but my old croſs Fellow 
will never let me take a-mouthful of Air; I am ſure. you 
will have an ill Opinion of me. 3 vs 
Sir Fran, A kind one you mean, Madam ; I think you generous, lovely; and 
all my Heart deſires. 
Mrs. Flyw. My Maid is gone the Lord knowg where for Fruit ; -1 ſwear 1 
tremble, coming into a Tavern alone, | 
Sir Fran. A Glaſs of Wine will recall the fled Roſes, .but here's the NeRtar 
thirſty Love requires. (Kifes ber. f 
(Mrs. Beauclair bounces in, in Mens Clothes.) 'j 1 
Mrs. Beaxe. O pardon and prote&t me ; I'm purſued by Hell-hounds,” Bai- 
lis, and if taken, inevitably ruin'd. 
Sir Fran.. | he Devil take thee and the Bailiffs together, for an-interrupting 


young Dog. - bl | 
Hrs. Beaws. You look with aFace cruel as they, but ſure in thoſe fair Eyes 


I rcad ſome Pity. X ot | 
$ ts 


» 
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F -—_ Flyw. [aſide] A vety bandfom —_ came you in Tronble, 
to him, '' * =_ 
' Mrs. Feauc. Alas, Madam, I was pot to an Attorney, but longing- to turn 
—_— have half-roin'd'my Maſter , wholly loſt my Friends, and now am fo]- 
low'd by the ſeveral Attions of my Taylor; s, Perruke-maker, Hoſes 
and a long Er cetera z belides, the ſwingingſt Debt my Perfumer ; Eſſence and 
ſweet Pouder has compleated my Ruin, * + 
» Sir Fra. "Tis monitrous to cheat honeſt Tradeſmen in dreſſing 'up a Fop ; 
therefore, unwelcoming latruder, 1 deſire you would ſeek your Prote&ion 
elſewhere. #1 
Mrs. Flyw, Nay, now you are too ſevere ; the young Gentleman in Liberty 
way mend his 4% and' live to pay his Debts; he has a promiſing 
Sir Eran. Your Pity, Madam; but haſtens abſence. 
Mrs. 4 (afide) Will this Fellow, L thought | had ſo well inſtrufted, ne- 
ver come / 


Enter Drawer. ; 
: Dram, Sir Francis, a man ont of, b:eath ſays he muſt ſpeak with yon, on 
what concerns your Friend's Life. 7 

Sir Fran, 1 he Devil's ia the Dixe to day ;, where is he ? what's the mat- 
ter ? (Exit. 
Mrs, Peau. (aſide) Now Impudence and Eloquence aſſiſt me, what have [ 

done? in ſeeking to- preſerve my- Liberty, I have for ever loſt it ; my nnex- 
perienCd Youth ner view'd ſuch Charms before, and, without Compaſſion, 
this Bondage may be worſe than what I avoided. 

Mrs. Flyw. (laughing) Meaning me, fir ? 

Mrs. Beau, Nay, 1 m a Fool, for Bankrupt in Wealth how can I hope. to- 
thrive in Love, ſince ſcarce any of your fair ſex, tho' merit was thrown into 
the ſcales, value a man on whom Fortune frowns. 

Mrs. Flyw. (aſide) 1 think it is the prettieſt Youth I ever ſaw,] have Wealth 
enough to ſupply his wants, what ſhould then debar me? 

ri. Bean, $0; ſhe eyes me kindly Pm ſure, 

* Mrs. Flyw. Your Looks, ſweet Youth, plead Pos as your Language 3 
and to let you ſee I value not R iches, the want of which makes you miſerable, 
accept this Ring, *twill ſtop a Creditor's mouth, and pay two or three Ordi- 
aries at the blue Poſts; | 

Ars. Beaux. Oh wondrous Lounty | thns encourag'd; ſhall 7 beg another 
Favoar, that you would fly from hence before that angry man returns, leſt / 
fall a ſacrifice to/his Jealouſie, and ſee thoſe charming Eyes no more. 

Mr:.Fl.w. If my maid would come, ha ! here ſhe is; ſure you 


have flown; 
Emer Jenny. 
- Jen. I beg your Pardon, Madam, 1 neer went, Sir Francis Gentleman and 
- I were ſolacing our ſelves below; and ſent a Porter for the Fruit till hearing: 
Sir Francis was gone in a-great hnrry, he ran after his Maſter, and / came vp. 
to ſce what was gþe matter, | hs 
Y $s. 
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Meri. Bean, A hopefal Miſtreſs and Maid ! deliver me from theſe Town- 
ies 


| (Aſide. 

Mrs. Flyw. Ungrateful man, on any Pretence to leave me F | ; 

My:, Beau, Ungrateful ! monſtrous ; had a thouſand Friends b*en dying, 
they ought all to have <xpir'd e're you have ſuffer'd a moments neglett 

Mr:, Flyw, This Flattery's toofgreſs, young Courtier, you 
with T ruth. a 
' Ars, Bean. AVl is Truth, my Heart, my Life is yours. 

Tenn, (aſide) Another Spark ! fure the DeviPs in my Miſtreſs, 

Mrs. Flyw, Well Sir, 111 conſent to your Defires, and we'l go from hence 
at the Door towards the Park, there's no dunger. 

M:r:5. Beau. If you are kind, 1 fear none, am. 

Mr:.Flys. Let me find you what you ſeem, and you ſhall brave the World, 
and ſcorn your Debts : Jenny, get me a Chair, and ſhow this Gentleman the 
Houſe where we lodge, then come in, let him ask for yorl, if you can prevent 

our Maſter's ſecing him do, if not, fay it is one you waited npon in his In- 
hacy, the diſparity of Years between you conſider'd, that may paſs, 

Jen, (aſide) Humph, I fhall never like him for this Aﬀront. Yes, Madam, 
it ſhall be done, | 

Mrs. Beau. Your Hand, dear obliging Creature, I hear a noiſe. 

Mrs. Flyw. (vick, this way : run you before, and pay one of the Drawers 
for this Flask of Champaign. ' | E xcunt. 

[nter Sir Francis, Searchwel, and a Drawer. 

Sir Fran. Ha! gone ! ſol thought; eternal Dog, you have been helping 
in this Contrivence ; -Did you take me for a Cully, Spawn of Hell ? Have 1 
known this damn'd Town fo long, at laſt to be catch'd with ſuch a groſs Baa. 
ter > . ſpeak Sirrah ; who was that Impoſtor that told me my Friend Mr. Beax- 
monr was taken up for a Jacobite, and the Mobb was pulling him to pieces ? 

' Dras, As1 ever hope to outlive your Anger, and taſte agea your noble 
Bounty, 1 knew nothing of him. 

Sir Fra. Shut the Door, you careleſs Blockhead, whom 1 charged to watch 
and let no body come up to me: Now firrah confeſs,* or I'll make that Rogue 
help me kick thee into Mummy, for tho? my Sword's drawn; 1 ſcorn to hurt 
thee that way. nn A G2 

Draw. If 1 ſhould confeſs you'l kill me, Sir. 15 019 : 

Draw Trely then, Sir, th | 6 

«aw. Truly then, Sir, the young Spark gave me a Guinea to ſhow hi 
the Room where your Honour was ; but for the Fellow that ſeem'd morkt 
_— I wiſh I may be hang'd if 1 knew of him any thing at all Sir, any 
thing at all Sir, Good your. Honour break my Head, and forgive me: 

Sir Fran. 1 will not touch thee; Could | expe& more from thy ſordid Soul ? 
Gold corrupts Mankind ; be gone. ( Exit Drawer.) 

Tile unaccountable Jilt hasſo abus'd me, I conld find-in'my Heart to forfake- 
—_ and lay a penitential Dunce at the feet of Virtue, fair Mrs. Beau-- 
Search. 1-pray. Heaven: keep you in that good mind. i < _ | 


treat me 
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Sir Fren, Grodleck, canting ſoz, 1 ſoppoſe you was that vp with a Whore, 
Raſcal, whilſt you ought to have been Pimping for me. 
Search. ons Lye | | 
Sir Fran | How, | AIHE | y | 
Search, 1.,megat the Rhime ſhpuld, be, Like Miſtreſs like Maid ;, for indeed | 
was employ'd with mY: adigs.waitipg Gentlewomnn. © 
Sir Fran, Was ye ©, Raſcal? could 1 but find the young ſtripling, *twould. 
be ſome ſarisfaCtion : x, if | am baulk'd both in- Love and Revenge, the 
croſs adventures ſhall be drown'd in brisk Champaign : 
Tic the dear Glaſs which caſes every ſmart, = 
And preſemly ues cure the raking Heart. (Exit: 


Linde « bo Emer Virs. Beanmont, meeting Dreſswell, 
Atri.-B;, Oh DPreſevel ! I'm glad Ive met with thee. 
Dreſs. Lord, Madam, lhave been in a fad fright for ye; and hunted up and 
down this hour. 
Ars. B. All's well, let's in there, Pll-tell you my adventures, 
Dreſs. Then 1 hope your Frolick has been to your Ladiſhips ſatisfaQtion. 
Ars. 8, Yes, yes, I got Sir Franci's Miſtreſs from him, and faith I was pur. 
ſving my Conqueſt, and venturing to her Lodging, when coming to the 
Houſe, it proved that where Belida Lodg'd and the Lady, | ſuppoſe, the Mer- 
chant's Wife, * 1 feared I ſhou'd meet with my Uncle there, and fairly gave the 
Maid thedrop. Come, 1 long to change my Cloaths, Pm quite tir'd with 
wearing theBreeches ; this way, | [Exennt. 
. ' Emer Sir Francis Wildlove and Searchwell, | 
Sir Fran, Ha ! is not that the young Devil that abus'd me ? he has entred the 
Houle, and ['!1 be with him preſently,” walk hereabours till | come out. (Ex. 
Search. Yes, Sir. 


Scene changes to the inſide of the Hoſe. 
Re-criter 1r5, Beaumont and Dreſswell. 


Atrs. Þ. Are my things ready and a good fire in the Room. 

Dreſs. Mzdam, they are ? 

Ars. F. Peep out and ſee who knocks , (one knocks. 

Dreſi. Madam, *tis Sir Francis iildlove, and he ſeems in a fury. | 

Ars. B. Let bic in, FN do well enough with him; now get you gone and 
L - 


thi 

'—*{IfPURE . —.._..  _JIDE 
. Sir Fran. $0, Sir, 1 ſuppoſe yon think matters have gone ſwingingly on your 
vide, and have laught edemely at the refletion how thoſe green years 
bave madea Fool of me ; but Chance has thrown me on thee once agen, and 
now for thoſe Feaſts of! Joy anafrer, reckoning (Dram). muſt be paid young 

"Miri. B. Yes, and will anſwer it, bur hear me firſt, *tis to provoke you 1 
{peak : know then, your Mitre was my eafy ' Conqueſt, 1 ſcarce mo 


\ 
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to ſay one ſoft thing before ſhe cry'd, Let's fly, ſweet youth, er that rough 
man returns,and in thy arms forget him. 

Sir Fran. She's a Jilt and for a well-dreſt Fop wou'd quit a man that ſaved 
her life. 


Mrs. B. Then this Ring was preſented, 1 ſuppoſe yon may ha 'ſeen it ; adorn 
thy fair hand, and with ten thouſand kiſſes 'twas whiſper'd, you ſhall not 


want for Gold. | 
Sir Fran. Tho'lI value her no more than I do thee, yet 1 will have thy life 


for harbouring ſo damn'd a thought, that I was fitter for your ſport. me 


on. 
Mrs. B. Hold, hold, Sir Francs Vil not pretend to take your Sword, tho' I 


cou'd your Miſtreſs from ye, ſee my Credentials for my Cowardice. 
(puts wp ber Ring. 
What a blind Puppey am 1, twice in one day, 


Sir Fran, Mrs. Beauclair 
that's hard 1 faith ? 

+ Ars. Bean. Pray return your Lady back her favour. (gives him the Ring. 
. Sir Fran. Madam 

Mrs. B. Nay, look not concerned, upon my word Ill never in you 
more : Hug in your Boſom the plaiſter'd miſchiefs, their blotted Souls and 
ſpotted Reputations, no Varniſh can cover o'er, purſue, oertake, poſſeſs, the 
unenvied *mongſt the Painted Tribe moſt worthily beſtow your heart. . 

Sir Fran, Think ye ſo meanly of me, my heart beſtow'd amongſt your 
Sexes ſhame! No, Madam, Glorious Virtue alone can reach at that, my loving 
is adiverſion ] can ſoen !t ake off, 

Mrs. B. That's hard to believe, but 1 muſt beg your pardon, I'm in haſte to 
uarig. 

Sir Pran. Hear me a moment, you have ſeen my frailties, if like Heaven you 
on Lt a truer penitent or a more conſtant votary no cruel Virgin ever 


Mv.. B. Havea care of the dull road : Sir Francis, Farewell. Exit. 
Sir Fran. Go thy ways for a pretty witty agreeable Creature, bntif 1 ſhou'd 
ſeduce her into Matritony, I fear the common fate will artend her Beaoty, 
quickly tarniſhand good humour vaniſh (Exit. 
Enter Spendall ad Lywell. 
—_ Ha, Lyzell ! 1 am the happieſt man alive, almoſt out of Fortunes 
wer 


Lyw. What is't tranſports yon ſo ? ſome whim, ſome Chymical deluſion, 
that will fail in the projeQtion, and vaniſhinto Air. 

Spend. Hear me and then with admiration, be dumb ; nor dare to contradict 
my wit, or Plots agen : In ſhort, my Lady Feauc/«ir and Miſs,are in open Rebel- 
- lion by my perſi and to Compleat my good Fortune, 1 bave borrow'd 
ten Guineas of Sir Charle;,with the help of which, Ill be married to his Daugh- 
ter in-Law, within theſe two hours. 

Lyw. Ha / | begin to think the Devil has left playing at Leger de main with 
CESAR ſecur'd thee, reſolves to beſtow ſome of this World's wealth 
upon ; 
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The' Innocent Miſtreſt. 
Spene, Canſt not tho procure a Templer's Chamber for” an hour or two ; 
and appear with the Gravity cf a lopg Robe ? | Fr 
+4 b Wirh,caſe, 1 know a young Spark. that has fine Lodgings there ; but 
by his old +ather is kept at ſhort allowance; a Treat or a very ſmall ſum witl 
engegethat, and all his babilimears. [ » ela 7 
Srends Cant tou; nyt put on the grave. Jook ofa Narcht Councellor. 
- Lyw. Hum! bum! -- Il peak with you immcdiately =4——— you 
fer, Friend, {mm buſy -—— How was that ———  - » 
Spepd. Pretty well, ; Come; about it preſently, and Pl! bring the Ladies to 
you, as my Father's chief Law yer, Be ſureyou tell *em, you have the ſettle- 
meet his Eitarz upon me in your hands, and ſeem very deſirous 1 ſhou'd 
o well, oY tn TT | 
Lys. 1 warrant ye, and ſhin't we have luſty treats,old Boy ? 
Spend, | thought: your. Caultience had ſrruplel the proceedings. 
ys. O Pox, ny Conſcience ne+ er tsoubles m-, but when Afﬀfiirs go ill. 
Spend . Well, take baite, and doubt nor ſeaſting : I-nult to my Charge, 
leſt they cool Fools are ſeldom iong tefolv'd, and | xaow a finer Fel- 
low wou'd. get both Mothec and Daugt:ters heart ; They're now ia a kindly 
growing. warmth, ard the old ones Imaginati:a tickled as much with 
thoughts of darling ! eggy's Marriage, as ever twas with her own, Farewell ! 
he ſure you' obſerve your directions. ” bu. 
. 1 gw. It ſhall be dune, dear lucky Devil. - , (Coughs) Hum, hum, I ſhall 
be perfe& ia a Grave Cough , and a hum, of > 4 by ' that tire you come 
to my Chamber. 
' Spend. Hold ! f-r 1 had forgot — Whereabonts is this Chamber ? for I gueſs 
your Worſhip's Name is not fo f:movs to dire@, 
. 1yw, Come, as we go alng 11] tell you, 1311 -CExeunt, 
Sor Wu rouk Emer Arabella meeting Engenia. 
Arab. So my dear deliverer, how have you ſucceeded ? 
Eug. Oh, Magam, the poor *$quire's frighted out of the little wit he. had , 
one Scene more, and the Day's our own. 
Arab W; as become of Mr. Peaumm ? 
Eug. He's about ſome earneſt buſineſs of Sir * barles Beanclair's, I know not 
what "tis, but there's a heavy Clutter amoneſt **m - \ 
Arab. Well, you bronght-me to the Ladies Lodging, but I believe that's 
the only place ſhe is not to be found at, for | have wa:ted ia vain with much 
i apatienceto ſee her. Nedak 7” 
Eng. Her Footman's below, and fays ſhe*'] be here immediately. 
Arab. Prithee let's into the Chamber firſt, and you ſhall give an [Account 
of the *Squire's fright ? | 
; £«g. 1follow you, Madam. (Excunt. 
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SCENE, ©- Charles Beauclair's Houſe, ' 
bo Frater Sir Charles. | by 44 | 

- Sir Char, . Sure the Wo 1d's all running nad ;, or elſe reſolved to make me” 
ſz at home 1 cannot meet with a ſenſible Anſwer 4, but — Oh, what tovcheg/ 
neareſt, the Dear, the cruel, the charming Maid 3" Zelda will not fee y 
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SRO Rf WR are; 
this end ?— Gentil ! Engeni * ! James. | 


Within. Sir. 
"Sir Char, Sir; — -- Where, ye everlaſting Dormice ? wilt none come near 
me ? CExit 


Enter Cheatall and GentiI. 

Cheat, Gadzooks ! This Councellor Cobblecaſe has talkt Law, and drank 
Claret 'with me 5 till my brains are turn'd ropſy-turvy. Gal, 1 would 
not have-my Lady-Siſter ſee me now for-a King's Ran ' Tho? ==. 
vdsbores ? 1 know not why ſhe ſhou'd, becauſe ſhe's a little older, ſer her e- 
ternal Clack a runmng upon all my ARtons. 

Cent, Sir, my Lady and Miſs are both abroad. 

Cheat. That' $ well /-- Why, Gentil! here Cobblecaſe adviſes me not to-lock 
op the young Woman, but to uſe her kindly,-and, Gadzooks! Pmin a plaguy 
loving hemour try her good nature once ayain Hold: ——— 
yonder comesSir Charles ——— My Siſter will never forgive me, if 1 tet him 


ſee her- ; He's a well ſpoken man, if I durſt truſt him, he ſhou'd ſollicite for | 


me, but. then he's ſo woundy handſome, and ſo amorous, 1 doubt he'd _"_ 
one word for me, and two for himſelf ; as the faying 1 is. 
Entey Six Charles Beauclair, talving to Eugenia, 
- Char. You ſay ——= you will not injure the *Squire, 
. No, nor inthe leaſt — ſhe hath fworn never. to' marry him, and the 

Pi: will in tine fecover her right : Only this way-is ſooner and cheaper. 

Sir Chas, The Lady's free, 3nd PII neither cppoſe or affilt it farther ——— 
Ha - there he ſtands, how &'t Brother ? 

Cheat, Very well, 1 thank you, Sir Charles, 

Sir Char. Your Servant. [is going 

Cneat, Brother, you never care for my-Company: you take me fora Namp- 
Scull ; a half- witted Fellow, and, udsb-res, 'wot't you" Fit ha? .me to the 
Tavern ,' ' you ;houU find, 1 coif Drink my G'als, ' Break-mp Jeſt; Kifs my 
Miſtreſs witi'the beſt of ye —Þ£ Freſh! Try old: "Barriaby Coeatalf| at your 
next Jciial mecting, | 

$ir Char. You'remerry, Sir — Bat I'm in haſte, - (Exit. 

Cheat, Udshores ! Women and Wine (both Unwholſom) Punjſh ye ——— 
Theve's/a Falte of 'my'W:t in my Ourſing, as the whole Cargo © the Bullies 
lics in ſwearing There 'tis agen, Ifaith ! Am not | damnable Ingenzons, 
Gertil ? Live and Learn, Sirrah, and he Hang'd, and forget all, (as the laying 
is —-—— what 2 Dickins ails me! Hadging never comes in my Month, bu 
a Qualtn comes o're my St-mach - -- That-curs4d 61d Woman ' Didſt: ob- 
ſerve how ſhe look*d like the Witch, before the laſt new Ballad ? 

Cent. She had indeed, a v.ry Proph erick Face: 

' One Fnocks, Genril opens rhe Door —— Beaumont F ers, Dref hike « 4 Scaman, 

Otrr, ho wbu'd tat ſpeak with, Sir? 

Bean. With'Mrs. Arabella Veittrewel, © 
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Gent ey the Gai | 
Fire, Tis falfe—£1 Naas come at Thoaſnd 

boa ; aerbo-ſaanſnered. arch ] 
001 Cheat, 


Chook Aterrible Fellow ! Gadzooks, —-Prep, Sir, what's. your buſineſs: 
vw rei 4 , : 

Bean, She's my Siſter ; that's ſufficient for your Impertinence, 

Cheat, You, the Lawfull Begotten Sow of Sir George YVentwewell, begging 
your Pardon, I believe you are miſtaken, Friend, in -your Father, as many a 
man may be ; for Sir George"'bad never any but this Danghrer, 

Sean. No, *m got his Lawfull begotten Son, not the weak off-fpring of = 

Cheat. O Lard ! what pains he takes to tell me he's the Son of a W ? 

Beau. Born in Judia ; Bred a Pucanier + $4 0rd and Fire have been m play- 
Fellows, and Raviſhing my Pleaſure———In far diſtant Worlds have TOE 
ed my rovgh Image , and as my Sword has cut off their dull Breed, ſo my 
vigorous youth has left a Race of future Hero's. 

Cheat A very terrible Fellow, as 1 hope for mercy? 

Beak. Kich with the ſpoils of long ſucceſsfull War, 1 have viſited this 
Climate in ſearch of Arabelia, whom I have often heard my Father mention 
with much tenderneſs, I am dirced hither —TFherefore do not raiſe my Fury 
with delays - For Cauſe, or not Cauſe, if | am Angry, Blood muſt appea{&it. 

.Chear, O Lard / O Lard ! what ſh-1t I do ? He'll fright me into a Kenrjſh 
_ I muſt ſpeak him fair ——— Good Sir, all your deſires ſhall be fulfit- 

, have but a minute's patience. Come along, Gentyl, come along, and help 
me, intreat. her to ſpeak him fair, or I'm a loſt man / 

—PU wait apon ye in a Twinkling, Sir. (Exit with Gentil. 

Feanm.” It works as | cou'd wiſh, it goes agaialt me to terrify this Fool ſo: 


much, but he deſcryes it. 
| Enter Cheatall and Gentil, 

Cheat. Oh ! Gentil ! what ſhall | ſay. 

Gent, The Lord knows, 1 don't, 

Feau. Well, Sir, where s my Siſter ?' 

Cheat. Alas // 1 think ſhe's vaniſh'd, 

Kean, How!' d'yetrifie with my Anger, bring me ſtories fit for a Baby! 
Blood and Thunder | if 1 Unſheath my Sword, it finds a Scabbard ja your 
Guts ! Confefs—or by the Cannons fire —— 

Cheat. 1 do conſeſs, that thinking of your coming, and knowing her to be 
a little wild, left ſhe ſhoy'd have been out of the way, Llockt her v 
But what is now become of her, by the Canaons fire, the dr Outh 1 
ever heard ! Icannot tell, - | | | 

Beax. (afide) 1 ſhall never bold laughing. 


| Enter Kngems. 
Eug. Oh ! my Conſcience / My tortur'd Conſcience !/ —— I can- 
not keep it ! : | 
Beau, What's the matter ? 
Eugen, Oh ! 1 went into the Room, where the Lady was lockt up: And 
at leaſt a Pail full of blood all the Water in the Sea will ne- 
ver waſh the ſtains out — I believe 'Squire ard Genril have kil- 


led her, cut her to pieces, and carried her away under 
beats Kill 
peak. Gewily why 


Chear. Oh | ImpudenceY O Lard / O Laxd 7 Sir, 1. 
Chicken/ I always ſwoon as the fight of en, =p 
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thon haſt never a Clock —— That's 4 {irong proof, Sir———Genrll has ne'era 


Cloak. 

. Why then it went all under yours — Beſides, Genril has a large pair 
of Trowſers ; that Pl ſwear For you made him bring my Lady home 
_ _ Veniſon Paſty | 'em. (Shrieks our.) Ah ! look 0” their z they have 

init. 

Bean. Ay, *tisfo, and ſo I'll be Reveng'd ———Cut thee ſmall as the firſt 
Atoms that huddled vp- thy ſenſeleſs Carkaſs ---- nor will I be trou- 
bled to bear thee hence, but ſtamp thy vile Clay to it's kindred Duſt, and leave 
thee here for Rubbiſh ? 

Cheat. Oh, Sir, upon my knees | beg you'd hear me. 

Eng. ( inrerpoſing) old, Sir, don't kill the Mifcreanrt, that will bring your 
ſelf into trouble; Our Law will hang bim, | warrant ye. What made him or- 
der her (being hore)- to be denied, 

Cheat. Ay, Good Sir, let mebe- hang'd ! That's my Deſtiny ! I ſee there's 
no avoiding it -— Gemil Beg 1 may be hang'd. 

Gent, Pray, Sir, let my Maſter be hang d. 

Bran. Well, rl ery your Law ——if that fails, this, Pm ſure never will. 
How muſt we proceed, Madam ? (pats up bus Sword 

Eng. Vil go with ye for a Man, with the Staff of Authority, he ſhall or- 
der him — — The very tones in the Street wou'd turn Conſtables, to ſcize 
_ a Monſter — Kill 2 pretty Lady -— and cut her to pieces —- oh hor- 
rid ! 

Cheat. You are a lying Whore / if I durſttell you fo ? (aide. 

Beax. You Fellow ! come hither. j 

>" ws —_— - Proffer him all I'm- worth. 

eau 'afide tO Gent en we are gone; carry him to my Lodgings ; I 
have told my Landlady the ſtory, and ſhe's provided for dis my 

Gent, It ſhal} be done- Is there no mercy ? 

Cheat. Ah, Lord, no mercy. 
| , Fan, Well: we'll be with Youichmediately — Core, Madam, 

. Ay, ay, repent and pray, do 'Squire, do. (Exit cum Bead. 

= Oh Conid ? That ever I was born! Thateverl was born! — —— 
What did he ſay to thee, Genril ? 

' Gee, He won'd have had me turnet! evideace againſt your Worſhip, and 
confeſs Ppt I! be hangd firſt ? | 

Cheat. Td confeſs, if I thought 'twou'd do-me any good ? 

Gent. What! Confeſs you murdered her / BR 

Cheat Ay, any thing ! any thing ! any thing ——Oh Genril ! it moſt be 
«this Witch—ſhe has carried her away, and ſpilt the blood, that her Prophecy 
might-come to paſs ? at 

Gem, Not ualikely, — Sir, Sir, I have thought of a thing -——— 

Cheat, What is't, dear Gentil ? 

Gert, Suppoſe you and I run away, before the Conſtable come, 1 know a 
Friend will conceal you, - and then we may hope to make it up, or hear of her 
1.camn't think ſhe's murdered. IST. 11 


F 2 | Cheers 
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Cheat. Nor I neither, except the Devil, has don't? But let's away, 
Gentil —— methinks [ hear this Magiſtrates paw, — this Conſtable juſt -de- 
hind me, his voice hoarſe with Waeaching, and ſwallowing Claret Bribes — 
Oh, Gemil / if I ſhou'd fall into bis Gripe ! 

Gent. Therefore let's haſten toaroidit ——- - Ah; Sir,'\this. is no time for 


Jeſting. x 
Chear, Too true, Gentil, but wit will o'reflow !Ifear I-ſhall quibble j in my 
Prayers, and die with a Jet in wy; mouth ——+ Come, come !- Hang'd 1 O 


Lard, any of the Family of. the Chcarab bang'd ! © Lard, and b, he only 


| branch on't ? Oh, Geni/, *tis unſupportable. 


Gent, Away away, Sir. 
Chear. Oh that ever I ſhou'd live to ſee my ſelf hang'd. (Exeunt. 
| 1 
SCENE changes to a ; Chambers in the Temple. 
Emer Lywel, in a Gown. | 

Lyw. So! I'm equipp'd.:- the young Lawyer ſnapp'd at the Gvineas,- and 
has furoiſt*d me throughout, rey, lett his Boy to boot ; Gad, 1 believe he'l 
be famous in his Generation, he encourages Miſchief ſo readily. Pox/ — 
wou'd they woud come —— I'm weary of Cook upon Lutleton, 

Enter Boy. 

Boy.. Sir, Sir, — a Gentleman and rwo Ladies are coming up+ 

Lys. "1 is they —— you know your Cue, - | 

Enter Spendall, Lady Beauclair, and Mrs. Peggy. 
_ Young-man, 1s Councetior! Smarr within Þ | 
Sir, he's diſpatching ſome half a ſcore Clients, but he' do that with a 
mt inger, and waib on you immediately. 
4. A witty Whoarelſon , PRA wer "A to lick vp the. Gold, hat Wb 
we , tell him I'm here. 

Boy Yes, Sir. (Exit. 

Peg. Fine Chambers, Mother! and a fine Frog Il ſwear || | Vather —— 
neer let me walk here, zcd, *ewan't fir for young, Ladies, ———;) FI vaw, I 
like it waundily. 

La. Beav, Here were Councellars not unfit for you, but Husband was never 
free you ſhould be ſeen. 

Spend, Now I'm, by —— the Happy man : L. charwing Dear, let ,me 
beg you'd entertain no other ere's this Lawyer _—_ 
a Moments delay ſeems an Age. (Exit $pen 

La. Beanc, Well, Daughter, feel how my Heart beats; I'm- almoſt afraid 
to venture on him for thee. 

Dox't tell me of your Fears, —; now you've pat a- Husband in my 
5s 4 1 will be married, ſo 1 will. 

La. Beauc. Ah | ſend thee goad Luck! | hall fall in a Ft lire, whilſt 
thou art marrying. 

pt amaaroan ——7 5 Than tov oh 


and Lywell 
' Iyw. Well, ST EETDg Your Father, conlider- 
| ing your Extravaganfe, has done more than I thought fit to tell ye ; but af- 
5 ter 
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ter ſuch a Propoſal, you may hear it all What ! this is the pretty 
Creature, I ſuppoſe, you are about marrying, 

Peg. Yes, Sir. 

La. Beauc. Lord, Peggy, you're too forward ! I wonder on ye now : —— 
Sir, ſhe. is my Daughter, and ſhe'll be. worth Eight thouſand pounds, and a 
better Penny ; I would not have her caſt away, Sir. 

Lyw.. To be thrown into a young Gentlentag's Arms with a great Efate, 
will be a good Caſt, I take it, Madam. 

La. Beaxc.. 16-1 were fatiyfied in that ! 

Lyw. Look ye, Madam, I am a man of buſineſs, and many words are but 
ſuperfluous, -—-—- Hum ! hogh! D'ye ſee, here's the Settlement of his Fa- - 
ther's Eſtate —— Eight hundred pounds a Year, and ſome Thouſands in 
Mony, a well-made Fellow into the bargain : Let me tell ye, Madam, 'fuch 
Offers don't ſtick o” hand now a-days ; you may read the Writings if you 
pleaſe ; if you diſlike *em -—--- look ye, I have a Match in my Eye for the 
Gentleman beyond your Daughters ; tho”, I muſt own, this young ,Lady- is 
much handſomer. | | 

Peg. (aſide to her Mother) Dye hear what he ſays now ! you'll never leave 
your Impartinence, as Vather calls it, Pray be quiet ; I'm ſafisfied, fo 
I] am, 

L:w. Will you read 'em, Mzdam ? 

La. Beanc. (reads) Noverint, &c. Nay, Sir, 1. don't anderſtand, 
lay, ——- Burt you look like a good honeſt man,;Sir, and 1 dare take your 
Word ; I wiſh-you had ſeen my Daughter ſooner. woes 

Spend. (aſide) Well faid, Mother-in-law that is to be in love with 
every new Face. ------ I muſt ſecure the young one, teſt ſhe's of the ſame 
mind. : . (Goes ro Mrs. Peggy. 

La. Beauc. Pd willingly have him keep his Coach and fix —— I think: the 
young Woman's Face will bear it —— and their Eſtates, 1 hope. 

Lyw. No doubt on't, Madam a handſom Wife, and a Coachand fix, 
How it attracts all Eyes, —— the Envy or the Wonder of the Park. 

Spend. Well, you may do what you pleaſe, but the dear one and I are agreed. 
—— wel to Church without ye, if ye diſpute it any longer. ' 

Peg. Ay, and ſo we will, I vow and ſwear, Mr. Spendal. 

La. Beaxs. For ſhame, what d'ye talk on / why, 'tis- paſt the Cannick hour. 

Spend. Madam, all People of Quality marry at Night. 

Lyw. That they may be ſure to go to Bed, before they repent; a day's con- 
ſidetation might take off their Appetite. | 

La. Bcauc. Nay, if People of Qualicy do it, Pm for ye. 

Peg. And ſol am, I vow and ſwear, , 

Lyw. Firſt, Ladies, be pleagd to viſit my withdrawing Room, I have Sweet- 
meats and. Trinkets there fit for the Fair ſex, which ſecures me Female Viſi- 


tants 
Spend, Agreed, we'l plander him. What” 
Lyw, Then we will ſeek to joyn this am'rous Pair,, 7. — _ - 
And drown in Pleaſure Thoughts of future Care. - 
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Emer Flywite, palling in Mrs. Flywife. 
Mr. Fly». Come, prithee Paggy, do, w—- 
Ars. Flyw. I'm not in humovr. 
. Av. Flyn. What, don't you love none, Fubby ? 
Mrs. Flyw, 1 hate Mankind, wou'd they were in one con 
were in the midſt of 'em.- - ; 
Ar, Flys 


blaze, tho'I 

TIEY ( im, and Exit. 
. Hom, a confuming blaze ; what's the matter now ? this is ſome 
damn'd Intrigue has gone crols : I heard her bid Jemmy come into this Room, 
xnd ſhe'd he with ber : That's aQuean, [ dare ſxear, at the bottom ; I'll creep 


behind the Hangings apd hear their Diſcourſe. Exit. 
pe Enter Mrs. Flywife and Jenny. ( 

Ars. Flywm. To be trick'd thos by a Boy, a Booby ; fure this will humble. 
the damn d Opinion 1 have of my own Wir, and make me-confeſs to my ſelf, 
at lealt, I am a Fool, | 

Tenn, Ay, your 1adimhip was pleagd to ſay, I might paſs for his Nurſe, 
Indeed I'betieve he has had as good- Inftrufors, for 1 find he's old enough to 
be too cunning for his BenefaQrels. 6 

Mrs. Flyy. What did he ſay when you parted ? 

Jer. Madam, I have told you ſeveral times; I no ſooner ſhew'd him the 
Houſe, but he leap'd back and ſeem'd ſurpriz'd ;, then recovering himſelf, he 
fqid, he would follow me in : 1, according to your Dire@ions, watch'd care- 
fully, but no pretty Maſter came : Nothing vexes me ſo much, as that the lit- 
tle diſſembling Sharper ſhould get the Ring. 

Mrs. Flyw. Piſh, 1 don't value the Trifle three farthings ; what's my doat- 
ing _— good for, unleſs it be to give me more ? But to loſe the tempting 

outh! 

Jer, Pray add Sir Francis Wildlove's Loſs to't; 

Mrs, Flyw. Peace, Fool; Pm thinking why the Houſe ſhould ſtartle him: 
ha ! js not here a fine Woman lodges, much retir'd, that ſeems of Quality ? 

Ferns Yes, Madam ; I never fm er but once, ſhe's a perfeft Charmer. 

Atrs. Flyw. It muſt be ſo, this is fore perdn Devil of hers, that durſt not 
venture in, for fear his Conſtancy ſhould be ſuſpeCted : Pray watch who comes 
to her, dog *em, do ſomething for my caſe. *' 

Ten, Madam,-I will. , 

* Mr:. Flyw. Get me a Hackney-coach, I'll range the Town over, but I'll find 
Sit Francis Wildlove, 


Fen. My Maſter will be mad. 


Mrs. Flyw. Then he wy be ſober agen, better he mad than I ;, if he be an- 
gry, tis but diſſembling a little nauſeovs fondneſs, and all's well _ 

E xcunt. 
Re-emer Mr. Flywife, 
Flyw. Is it ſo, thou worſt Offspring of thy Grannam Fre ? but Il Nifle my 

Rape, leſt without further Proot ſhe wheedles me into a Reconciliation, take 
another Coach and follow her, .catch her am her Comrades, without the 
poſſibility of an Excuſe, cut her 'Windpipe, and ſend her to Hell, without the 
pollibility of a Reprieve :* Dama her, damn her. (Exit. ' 


SCENE 
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SCENE, <—=y = pas 
Enter Bellinda. 

Fel. The little hurry of my quick Remove has took up all my Thoughts, 
and I have not conſider'd what I am about, See him no more, him whom 1 
could nor live a day, an hogr, without ! No more behold his Eye-balls, trem- 
ble with reſpe&ful paſſion ! - Hear no more the ſoft falling Accents of 
his charming Tongue. ! view him dying at my feet no more -- — -. O Vir- 
tue ! take me to thee ; chaſe from my ſtrugling Soul all this fond tenderneſs : 
Secure me now, and I'm thy Votary for ever. | 

Emer Beaumont. | 
Beaum. Madam, negleRting even my Love, 1 come to wait on your Com- 


mands, , 
Bel. Such Thanks 2s an indiſcreet and wretched Woman car return are 


yours ;: What ſaid Sir Charles ? | 
Beaum. He received the Meſſage as Wretches that are afraid to. dye, hear 
the condemning Voice, or as the Brave the loſs of Victory, or the Ambitious 
that of Crowns : He begs, that he may haſte to plead his Cauſe, and ſeems to 
live alone upon the Hopes his Love and Innocence may alter your Reſolves. 
Fel. O ſtop him, Sir, ſome moments longer, till /am juſt ready to begone. 
He has a Friend too powerful within, and 7 muſt fly, or 7 ſhall never over- 


come. 
Beaum. Fil prevent his coming till you ſend. Your Servant, Madam. 


[Exit 

Bel. Honour and Love, oh the-torture to think they are domeſtick foes, . 
that muſt deſtroy the Heart that harbours 'em | Had my Glaſs but been my 
Idol, my Mind looſe, unconſtant, wavering,. like my Sex, then 7 might have 
"ſcap'd theſe pangs ; Love, as paſſing Meteors, with ſeveral fires juſt warms 
their Breaſts, vaniſhes, leaving no killing Pain behind, *tis only foolith : 
I have made a God of my Delire greater ever the Poets feign'd ; My 
Eyes receiv'd no Pleaſure but what his ſight gave me ; no Muſick charm'd my 
Fars, but his dear Voice : Wracks, Gibbets, and Dungeons, can they equal lo- 
ſing all my Soul admires? Why nam'd I them? Can there be greater: 
Wracks 


Than what deſpairing parting Lovers find, 
To part when both are true, wou'd be kind ? 


The End of the fourth Aft. 
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ACT V. 


SCENE, Bellinda's Apartment. 


Enter Bellinda. 
Bell. E comes, kcep back, fut) Eyes, the ſpringing Tears ! — and thou 


3 ÞJ poor trembling Heart ! now be mann'd with all thy ſtrongeſt ſout- 


| eſt Reſolttuons ; there will be need. 


- Emer iy Chartes. gp Ehoce 
« Sir Cha. Ah ! whither ſhall | throw me ? what ſhall Lfay ? *—- "AMariamte 
"hangs Iige Iceicles vpon my Tongue, but Fellinda flows : Oh Belinda! —— 
1 charge thee by that dear Name, hear and pity me, 

"Bell; (coldly) What wov'd'you ſay ? 

Sir Cha, Why nothing ; 1 do not know tliat Voice, it has ſopp'd the riſing 
words, and I mult only anſwer with my figs. 

"1 Bell. Sir Cherles, we have both been puniſh'd with nnwarrantable Love. 

Sir Cha, Pyniſh'd ! Have we pp uniſh'd ? —— Now, by all iy Woes to 
come; by ali my Tranſporrs paſt, alk thought 'of my Belinda; there's not a 
Patg,s Groan, but brought -its pleaſure with it : Oh !-'tis happier far t 
gh for thee, than to have enjoy'd another. 

\ © Bell, You interrupt me when I juſt begin, Grant it true, 
we might have liv'd till weary grown of one-another, till yoo, perhaps, might 
coldly re th had a Miſtreſs, — — Now to part, when at the menti:;n of each 
- other's Name ouy Hearts will riſc, our Eyes run o'er, tis, beg us muc than 
\Hving to indifferency, which Time and Age would certainly have breught. - 
$;x Cha. Oh, never, never ; th» the Bauble gaudy Beauty die, yet Sence 
and Humour ſtill remain -— on that I ſhould have doated. hdr | 
:*”* Bell. You cannot gueſs your fatnre by your preſent Thonugi1ts ; or, if you 
cou'd, I am not to be mov'd forſaking thee ; and when I have ſzid that, 1 
need not add al Pleaſures, - in remote and uufrequented ſhades I'll paſs 
my ſolitary hours, and like a Recluſe, waſte the remainder of my wretched 


7s, | | 
Sir Cha, And am 7 the Canſe of this melancholy penance? Muſt my un- 
happy Love rob the World of its faireſt Orrament ? No, Madam, ſtay and 
injoyn me what you pleaſe ; condemn my Tongue to everlaſting ſilence ; let 
me now ard then but gaze, and tell you with my Eyes what's aQting in my 
Heart; dr —=-. if you will retire, permit me to follow, under the pre- 
} of hanting ; the Air, a thouſand things / can invent, create new 
ſhip, careſs the whole Country o'er, to have an opportunity of 


ſecirig you, though at a hateful diſtance, and furrounded by ſeveraſt 
. Fiiends. 


” Bih, 


oa A _4vcan+ —_ , 

The' Drtrocent Miſtreſe. Ai, 
Rell, Ha! is this the awful Love, Foes [4 ly ye ? How fatally Iwas 
miſtaken ! What ! purſue metro my* Father's Houſe / fix on my Name a 
laſting Blot, a Deathleſs Infamy, pollute my Native Air with unhillow'd * 
Love, where all my Anceſtors have, for Ages, flouriſh'd, ard left an honeſt 
Fragrancy behind ! Markme, Sir, you know 1 do not vſe to break my word. 
—— Ifþby Letters, Meſſages, or the leaſt appearance (tho? cautiouſly, as 
Treaſons plotted againſt the State) you approach me, I'll fly the, Kingdom, 

or, if that's too lirtle, the World. 

\ir Cha. No, *tis | have been miſtaken, —-—- Now, by all the Wracks 
I feel, not worth a Sigh, a parting drop ; no Regard of Tendernefs, no Beam 
of Pity, from thoſe dear Eyes, nor fidelong Glance to view my fad Diſtratti- 
on! - Methinks you have already Jeft me,” and I am got amongſt my Fellow 
Madmen, tearing wy Hair, chain'd to the Ground, foaming, and digging vp 
the Earth, yet in every ſmalleſt Interval of Sence calling on Bcllinds.” - 

Bl, A noble B.rth, a cenforious —— a mourning Father, all plead 
againſt thee, Oh, talk no m-re, leſt yon force my Hand to ſome deſperate 
AQt ; and yet your Words pierce my Boſom with g.eater pain thin pointed 

ec ” 


Sir Char, 1 ſee you are refoly'd on my Undoing, fix'd like my relentleſs 
Fate ; therefore I'll not urge another ſyllable, bur quietly, as dy:ng Men 
when Hope's all paſt, quit Life and their deareſt Friends, tor ever, ever 


leave thee. : | | 
Bell. That fd ſilent Look diſcovers ſuch inward Worlds of Woe, it ſtrikes 


me through, ſaggers my beſt Reſolves, removes the Props | have been -rai- 
ſing for my ſinking Fame, and, blind with paſſion, I could reel iato thy Arms., 
w—— Tc me,on what are thy Thooghrs employ'd ? 

Sir Char. On the Curſe of Life, impos d on bs without our Choice, and 


almoſt always attended with tormenting Plagues. 
Fell. Yet we may meet again, in Peace and Joy, when this Gigantick Ho- 


nonr appears-no Bughear, and our Deſires lawfully be crown'd, —— It is a 
guilty 1 hought ; nor ſhall I ever dare to form it toa Wiſh. 

Sir Cha. t ut doſt thou think we may ? Cembracing ber.) 

What ! unconcrouPd claſp thee thus! Oh, Extaſie ! with wild Fary run 
o'er each trembling beanteous Limb, and graſp thee as drowning Men 


the dear Bark from where they were thrown. 
Bell Away, away ! What are we doing? Divide him, Heaven, from 


my fond guilty Eyes ; ſet Seas, and Earth, and Worlds of Fire berween us, 
for Virtue, Fate, and Honour, with an united Cry, have doom'd, that we mult 


meet no more, * 
Exit. 
Sir Cha. To raging Seas, Sieges, and Fieids of Battle will 1 fff, Pleifures 
and Paſtimes to the Woes | feel. Oh, Belinda / | 
(Exit. 


\ 
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SCENE Changes, 


Enter Gentil. 
Gent, 1 cou'd langh my Heart ſore, to ſee what a condition the Fool m 
Maſter's in ; every knocking at the Dovur is as good as a Doſe of Ruberb, 
and every Noiſe wakes him leap like a Vaulter, Ha! he's coming, the poor 


Baby dares not be alone, Cheatall, 
( Cheata eeping,) 

Cheat. Gemil ! Is the Coalt clear ? hekies 

Gew. Yes, Sir, 5; 

Cheat. Oh Genril / 

Gen, What's the matter ? You look worſe frighted than yon were. 

Cheat. Ay, and well I may ; you lcave me alone, and I ſhall grow diſtra- 
Qed : I have | have ſecn a Ghoſt, 

Ger, A Ghoſt ! what, irs. Arabella's Ghoſt ? 

Cheat. Nay, I did not ſtay to examia that , for, as ſoon as ever | per- 
cciv'd the Glympſe on't, I ſhut up my Eyes, and felt my way out of the 


: Chamber. 


Gen. Where was this Ghoſt, Sir ? 
Cheat. "Oh! behind the Bed, behiad the Bed, Gerrit. 
Gen. Lord, Sir, *twas nothing but the Cloak ; I hung it there, 
Chrat. Was it not ? -O' my Conſcience, I thought it had becn a Giant of a 
Gholt. - Hark, hark ! what's that ? [he ſtarts. 
(A Cry without, ſeeming at adift ance. 
Boy without, A full and true Relation of a horrid and bloody Murther, 


-commitred on the Body of Mrs. Aratela Venturewelt, a young Lady, by one 


*Squire Barnaby Cheatal! and his Man Gemil;, ſhewing how they lock'd her up 
in the dark, 'then cut her to pieces, and carried the pieces away nnder their 
Clazks, 2nd threw 'em into Chul/cy-Reach, where, at low Water, they were 
1) i:710, 
Cat. OLard! O Lard ! the pieces found, Genti! ! 

Gen. Soit ſeems, Sir. 

Boy. ( ſceming farther off ) A fall and true Relation of a, &c. 

Cheat. Nay, now we ſhall be hang'd for certain z not the leaſt Hopes : 
Oh! oh/ oh! (Crying. 

Gen. Come, Sir, have a little Courage. 

Cheat. To confeſs the truth to thee, I never had any Courage in my Life ; 


and this would make the ſtouteſt man tremble : Oh ! 


Gen. 1 am thinking, Sir, — why — ——- we was not at Chelſey-Rbach 
that day. : 
Cheat. No, no ; bvt, may be, they'l ſwear we was. 
Romer My Lady and Miſs hated her, - ſure they han't been ſo bar- 
rous. 


pin-up Petticoats are as convenient as Cloaks, — 


Cheat. Like enough, 


-befides, my Siſter isa Furyz Pve heard her threaten pulling Fokks a pieces 


a hundred times, and now ſhe has don't. _— We'l een peach. 
| | : Gen. _ 


_ 


The Innocent Miſtreſs. 


Gen, What, your own Siſter !' - /; | 

Cheat. Ay, my own Mother, to ſave my ſelf ; —<— I ſay, we'l peach, 

Gen. That's not ſo good, for if they prove themſelves innocent, 'twill fall 
upon us agen, _— Heark, ye, Sir, there's only Ege-nia can witneſs againſt 
us, —- ſuppoſe we try'd to Rifle her Evidence with a ſwindging Biibe ; 
. 1 never knew a Chambermaid refuſe grealing in the Fiſt upon any Ac- 


count. 
Cheat. My dcar Gertil, if ſhe inclines, my Offers ſh:1] be & laroe, 
that for the reſt of her Life ſhe ſhall have nothing to do, but ſtuly ro 1:4ke 


her Hands white, that ſhe may burn all her Frippery, and be able to ſpark. ir 
with Quality. 


Gen. Sir, I || ſend her Propoſitions. 


Cheat. ( half draws his Sword ) Do, but if the ſtubborn Jade won't comply, 


appoint a private mecting, and ſtop her Mouth with this —— Uzh 
you underſtand me. 
(Aſide. 


Gen, Yes, Sir. 
I find his Conſcience would ſwallow a real Murder, ——— Sir, if you pleaſe, 


we'll o in and write what you deſign to offer her, 


+3. 


Cheat. Let us. If you meet her, Gail, and ſhe's ſurly, -—- Remember, 
_— ugh, — vgh. (Half draws bis Sword. 
[-E xeunt, 


Enter Sir Francis Wildlove, and t> hin: Scarchwell, 

Searckw. Sir Charles ſends you word, he is buſic ordering his Aﬀairs, de- _ 
ſigniog with all ſpeed to travel, and ſays, he ſhall never fee you more, mly 
to take his leave. ; 

Sir Fren. Hey day ! O' my Conſcience, this charmin® little Beauclair has me 
vnder a Spell, and I ſhall meet with nothing but Diſappoiatments til I ſub- 


mit to her. 

Search. Ay, Sir, you wou'd ſoon find tac true Pleaſures of virtuons Love, 
and a fatisfactica in denying your Appetite, 

Sir Fran, Preaching Fool, hold you your Peace. 

Fnter 4 Servant. 

Serv. Sir, a Gcntlewoman below delires ro ſpeak with you. 

Searchw. (aſide) SO, theres no great dunzer my Wiftor ſhay'd Re- 
form, when the Devil is alwajes at hand with a tempiation in Petti- 
Coats. | 

Sw Fran. Searchwell, wait on the Lady up. 

Starclm, Ah Lad ! 

Sir Fran. Sirrah, 1 ſhall break yoor Head, if you dci''t leave this cantiag 
trade. 

Searchw. I am gone, Sir, (Exit, and 
Re-enters with Ars. Dreiswell, 

Dyeſrw. (afide\ This is a mad Mellage my Lady has ſent me with to her 
Lover ; Pm afraid he'l kick me for wy News; hang't, he's a Gentleman, and 
Ih} venture. ED 

- . < 
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Sir Fran, Ha ! pretty Mrs. Dreſwe#, this is a favour I never receiv'd from 
you before ; Moſt 1 own the Bl only to your Good-will, or is my Hap- 
_ pineſs greater ? -Did your Lady ſend? . = 

Mrs. Dreſſw. 1 came from my Lady, vir, but what Happineſs you'l figd I 
know not z methinks ſhe has done a ſtrange mad thing. 

Sir Fran, Whar's the matrer ? 

Alrs. Dreſſs. She's married, tir. 

Sir Fra. The Devil ſhe is. 

Ars. Dreſſw. Even ſo : ſhe ſaid, thoſe that ſhe fancied car'd not for her, 
therefore ſhe reſolv'd to beſtow her ſelt and Fortunes on a ſecret Lover, whom 
indeed her Ladiſhip owns ſhe never valued, a Gentleman you know, fir, the 
worthy Mr. Spurdall. 

Sir Fran. (walks about enrag'd) Damnation / that Rake, Bully, Sharper ! 
damn it, damn it. 

Mrs, Driſſm. Here's 2 Note where they are ; ſhe deſires to ſee you, 

Sir Fran, Tell her 1 eſteem ber fo mnch, 111 cut the Raſcal's Throat ſhe has 
thouzht fit to call Hasband ; I'll do it, Madam, tho” Fm hang'd at the Door ; 
"is the only was | can expreſs my Love to her now. 

Mr. Driffs. Wovw'd 1 were well gone; I 11 tell her, fir, 


E x1t. 

Sir Fran, Married ! and ty Spendall ! Oh, that I cov'd deſpiſe Lo : Ha!l 
find "tis worſe with me than 1 thought, what makes this gnaw my Heart fo 
elſs? My fellow- Libertines will laugh to ſee m- play the fool and kill m 
ſelf : Oh, I cou'd tear in piecemeal the Villaia that betray'd her to endleſs 
Rain, | 

Fntcr a Servant. . 

Servant.. Sir, there's anotker Lady, ont of a Coach, coming up ſtairs, 

Sir Fran, Blockhead, tell her I deſire ſhe would break her Neck down agen, 
and oblige me in riding poſt to the Devil. My Coach there ? 

[Threws the jellow down. 
(Exit. 

Servant, O my Noſe, my Noſe; why what's the matter now ? I thought 

I ſhould have had a Reward for my News ; and ſo 1 have, 1 think. O, my 


Noſe. 
Emer Atr:, Flywife. 
Ars, Fiyy. Where's %jr Francis ? Did you tell him I was coming up ? 
Serv. Yes, and he ſays, you may go to the Devil, he has ſpoil'd the Orna- 
ment of my face, and flung into his Coach ſtark mad, 

Mr: Fly. Much of Paſſion ſhows much of Love, my Coach ſhall follow his, 
FII not leave him ſo. [ Exit. 
| SCENE changes. | 

7 Enter Ms. Beauclair, Dreſswell a1d a Woman. 

Mr:. B. 1 muſt confeſs | am Fool enough to b- pleas'd with Sir Francs'scon- 
cern ? But, Oh, my Uncle's troubles draws a vail vupon my riling Joys, and 
damps all Mirth ; Poor Belinda ! he ſent a Note to tell me her Diſorder was 


- 
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| fach, ſhe cou'd not ſee me ;, with much ado I have perſuaded Sir Charles to 
come hither, for half an hour, and look into this unlucky piece of Matri- 
mony. 

Dreſs. Madam, they are coming, 

Mrs. B. In, in, then? ' 

Enter Lady Beauclair, Spendall, Miſs Peggy, Lywell. 
Lyw. Here give me a Glaſs of Wine, Mrs. Bride's long life, and laſting hap- 
ineſs. | 
S. A. Peg. Thank ye, Sir, give me a Glaſs, you. 

Spend. Tome, my Love ? 

Al. Peg. Yes. 

Spend, Yours, for ever. ( Drinks it of. 

Lady B. Lard, Child, youll drink too much Wine. ; 

AM. Peg. Pray be quiet, Pll drink what | pleaſe ; 1 am Married now , why 
ſure, I'll ha* none of your Tutoring, 1 Cod, Pll long for every thing | ſee, 
ſhan't 1, you ? 

pena. I, and have it too, my dear. - * 

M. Peg. 1 Cod, I'll long for Green Peaſe at Chriſtmas, ſo I will, 

, ad B, My heart akes, this great concern has made me ſick, give me a 
Glaſs. 

A. Peg. 1 am Mothers own Daughter, feth I dare confeſs it now, 'I always 
vs'd to be ſick for a Glaſs of Wine, ho, ho ? 


(Exit. 


Lady B, Sure the Wench is mad (Ohte knocks, 
Spend. Ha, dear Ladies goin, 'tis ſome body from Sir Charles, 1 believe, 1 
wou'd willingly ſpeak with em fit. . 


Af. Peg. Ay, ay, lets go in, there's more Wine within, 

Lady B. Be ſure you make your Eſtate out plain. 

Spend. Yes, yes, heark ye, /ywelt, carry *em out of Ear-ſhot, leſt it ſhou'd 
prove a Dunner, ' 

Lyw. 1 warrant ; Come Ladies, we'll in, and take a Bumper. 

M. Peg. Ola, you make me fo bluſh —— (Knocks doen. 

Spend.” Boy, open the door ? (Excunt, 

Fmer Sir Francis. 

Sir Fran, What, grown {© great already, that I muſt wait half an hour for 
admittance. 

Spend. (afsde.) He is come from Sir Charles, I 11 ſpeak him fair : Sir Frentis 
Wildlove, your very humble ſervant, I b:g ten thoufand Pardons. 

Sir Fran, Keep your fawnijug, and leſtow it on Fools ; *tis loſt on me, 
and will be groſly anſwer'd, I tel] ye, you are a Raſcal. OT 

Spend. Poverty makes'many a man fo, Sir 

Sir Fran, A preſuming Raſcal 1 do I not know thee for the dreg of humane 
kind, and ſhall thy deteſted Arms receive her Virgin Beauties; life of good- 
neſs, Soul of Honour, Wit, and Sweetneſfs, the only Woman vapon Earth [ 
coy'd have lov'd ? | x 

*pend. Sure you deſign to banter me : Sonl-of Wit, and Sweetneſs ; the 
Devil might had her Sweetnelſs for me. *T'was her Mony 1 martied ; faith, Sir 
Francis, 1 always took her for a Fool ? "% , Be 


A 
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Prophaner ! this laſt aQion only calls her ment in queſtion; 
Fir a is Hey firſt to deceive, and then abuſe on ay K p 
Spend. 1 will draw, tho", Gad,-1 w ou'd have ſworn, never to have fought on 
this-occalion, | 
”, Enter Mrs. Beauchir ard Dreſswell laughing. 
Mrs, B. Ha, ha, ha. 
Dreſs. Ha, ha, ha. 
Sir Fran. Nay, Madam, I'11 not diſtur>. your. mirth, but be : ſo calm to wiſh 
it may continue. (puts up bus Sword. 
Spend. \Vhat's the meaning of all this ? how came Mrs. Beauclair here ? 
-Str Fran: Are you not marric? to this Lady ? 
Spend, No ſuch Honaur waves er deiizned for me - Lard, Sir, Iam mar- 
ried to Miſs /: 751, Lady Geamclar's Daughter, my Fool's within, now I hope 
may call: bet 


Mrs.'B. ld 't, Sir Francis, you Covunterplotted me, "knew the truth, 
and only attev this concern, 

Sir Fran, No, by Heaven, nor perfe ily my ovn heart, till this ſevereTrial 
ſearch'd it ; did [ diſſemble, Madam, your ſ:nſe woud ſoon diſcover it, but 
by my Sonl, I love you truly, and if you dare venture on me, my future 
life ſhall ſfhew how much I honour y 8. 

Ari. B, Can you then leave all the pretty Ciry Wives, which a Man of 
your Parts ard « 'nals Yy, In 2 quarter 6f an hoors ſeige, could OTE TLDENS ? 
In hne, alt rye charming varicty of what was Pretty, or agrecable 1 in. the 
whole Sex, and be conin'd ? Oh, ttat'sa hard word tome, 

Sir Fran, With more delight than thoſe furtening Juys (that always left a 
_ behind *em) afforded. 

« Arr, By Well, - Sir, if you can ay ze me your heart, Ican allow you great 
{os but when we have play'd the Fonl and mm; :rried, don't you. when 
y u have been pleaſed abroad, come bore furly: 1:3 your looks be kind, your 
Converlation ealie, and tho | thor d know you have lezca with a Miſtreſs, rd 


meet you with a ſmile. 


Sir Fran. When | forſake ſuch Charms, for ſenſelcfs' mercenary Creatures, 
you ſhall corrett me withthe greateſt puniſh ent upon Earth, a frown, 

Mrs. B. You'll fall into the Romantick ſcile, Sir Franci; : Mr, Spendal, 
\ſhan't we ſee your Bride ? 


Sola. Yes, Madam, and I hope y our Ladyſhip will prove my Fricnd to Sir 


Char les, ; 


Mrs. B. Ay, ay, we'll all ſpeak for ye; had ſhe miſt ye, there was no great 
likelihood, as the caſe was, ſhe wor'd have done bctter. 


Si From. Where is the prett; Miſs? pray conduct us to her. 
Mrs. B, Sir Charks will be here preſcnily, 1 longto hear wy Avat ſet out 


p the greatneſs of the mitch. 


. Spend, This way, Sir. 


(Exc. 
Eater My Bapmont, Arabella aug Eugenia, 


+ Arab) &1his the Houle, Eyge.1. ? 


E "g- Yes, Madam, 
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Arab. Well, thou art a lucky Girl, to recover my Writings with ſuch 


ſpeed. 
gk Madam, the 'Squire wot'd have parted with a limb,if I had requir'd it. 

Beau. Madam, it was your promife, whenever you po!leſt- your Fortune, 
( tho” I'm ſure I never inſiſted on't ) you wou'd be mine. 

Arab | have no occaſion to break my word, Mr. Beaumont. 

Beau. Then 1 am happy. 

Arab. Mrs. Eugenia, will you enquire where theſe Bride-folks are ? 

Eug. See, am, they are coming, | 

Enter Lady Beauclair, Mrs. Beauclair, 74iſs Peggy, Sir Fraficis Wild- 
love, Spendall, Lywell. 


Arab. Will the *$quire be here ? 
Eug. Yes, Madam, | told laim of his Couſins Marriage, and he ſeems plez- 


ſed his Siſter has becn trick'd. 
Peg. Lard, you, whar d'ye bring one to theſe folks, they'll do nothing bat 


jeer us ? 

7 Spend. Oh, my dear, caycy your ſelf civily, and every body will love ye. 
Mrs. B. Sir Charles will be here preſently to wiſh you Joy, Madam ? 
Lady B. So, then we ſhall have noiſe enough, bur III be as loud as he, I'll 

warrant him. | 

Mys. B. And louder too, or Im miftaken. 

Enter Six Charles Beanclair. 

Sir Char. Neice, why have you dragg'd me to this unwilling Pennance, if 
the Girl is ruin'd what is t to me ? my thovghes are full of ſomething elſe. 

" Ar:. B. My Uncle, my Father, and my Friend, yet theſenames do not ex- 

preſs half my tenderneſs : The beft of Guardians and of Men - pray change 
your thoughts of Travel, Il ſtady ten thouſand things for your Diverſion. 

Sir Char. Not Angels El:quence ſhou'd alter me; I'll at the 'uneaſie part 
no longer, that Woman, the bar to all my Happineſs, by Heaven, ſhe's not 
my Wite : us true, the Ceremoay of the Church has paſgd between us, but 
ſhe knows I went no further, 

Mrs. B. Stay then, and live aſunder. 

Sir Char. No; fo, Madam, you've married your D:ughter. 

Lady B. Yes, whatthen? he has g good Eſtate, when his Father dies, beſide 
the preſent ſettlement, and ready Mony. 

Sir Char. Poor deluded Women ! he hasno Eſtate, nor Relation worthown- 
ing, Mr.Spenda/l, generous Charity induced meto relieve your wants, you have 
betray'd this young woman, but uſe her well——1 have not much tv ſay —— 
| ſuppoſe they were both ſo willing, a very little pains effected the matter. 

B. How, Raſcal / Devil / have ye married my Daughter 
have ye nothing, Sirrah ? 

Spend. Ask Mrs, Peggy that. 

Peg. You make one laugh, 1 vow and ſwear, 

B. Beaſt ! I don't mean fo — But have ye no Eſtate, Sirrah ? 

Spend. No, faith, Madam, aott; my Wife has enough for us both, and 


what's matter. 
Lady B, 


3nd 


Fe - _ The Innocent Miſtreſs. 
B. Oh, Dog ! Come away, Pe we'll go to Doftors Commons, and 
how Rate be Divored. | Ih a . : 
pe! won't be Divorc'd, I've got a Husband, and I don't care, I'll ſtay 
with nMim. | * 

Spend. That's kindly Gid, and 1 engage you ſhan't repent it. 

- Lady B. Why Counſellor Smarr, why Counſellor Smart, did not ye tell 
me —-—. | 

Sir Fran, Hey day, Counſellor Smart ! why this is a Fellow many degrees 
worſe than your new Son in-Law, Hearkye Friend, leave this Counterfeit- 
ing Trade —.or you'll loſe your Ears ; Reform, as your Friend has done, 
and Marry. | | - 

Lyw. Hang him, Rogue : He's a Smock-fac'd Fellow, and Handſom : I ſhall 
dono good with the Women. þ 

Spend. (afide) Go, be gone, Devil, don't diſgrace me, I'jl meet you at the 
old place. | [Exi, Lyw. 

Mrz. B, Look what a pbff the o!d Lady's in +—— Aunt, you always faid 

.you'd match your Davghter your ſelf, you did not delire a cunnioger head 
than your own. | 

Lady B. Well, Mrs. Flippant | I hope your mad tricks will bring you « Ba- 
ſtard home at laft, and that will be worſe. 

Sir Char. Nay, Madam, ſpare my Neice : ſhe ever was moſt repeAful to 
you, till you abus'd her beyond all bearing. | 

Sir Frar., Mind nota mad Woman. 

Enter Cheatall, 

Cheat, Your Fervant Gentiles / —- O La ! Siſter, I hear ſtrange news, Con- 
fin Peggy's marned to a Sharper, a Rake, a Bully, they ſay ! I rold.you fo, I 
told you ſo! Gadzooks ! you wou'd nvt be warti'd. 

Lady B. Well, Booby ! what's that to you, | underhead, (firikes him. 

Chear. Pox take your naſty Fiſt !- you love hghcing plaguily. | 

Lady 4. Well, *rwas paſſion, you may excuſe it, when you conſider my af- 
flitions—— To make ye amends, I'll come live with you, and take care of 
your Eſtate, and Mrs. Arabella's. 

' Cheat. No, no, don't miſtake your ſelf, 11 be a ſtingy Cur no longer, but 
drink my Borttle freely, nor ſneak out o' the Company without paying my 
Club, for fear of having my Pocket examined by you, 

O Lard ! the Ghoſt /the Ghoſt, (Seeing Arabella, rxns bebind Spendall, 

Spend. Whar, is the man mad ? 

73, B, You don't underſtand thewhim. 

Arab. Come gi” me thy hand, old Boy, we'll be Friends; 1 am no Ghoſt, 
I aſſure ye. 

* Cheat. And is not that the HeRoring Spark your Brother, with his 
monſterous whiskers par'd ? 

Beau, Not her Brother, Sir, but one who hopes to pretend to the Lady, by 

gnother Title. 

Cieat. Oh! I find how matters ha' been carried -— Much good may d'ye 

with her, — Gadzooks, ſhe wa'n't fir for me, — I'm a Fool, you know, Si- 


ſer, 
| Arah+ 


t 
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"Mo. Flyw. O fave me Emer 
Sir Fran, What's the matter s Fs i al aa: 
' Mrs, Flw. 'Tis my Beret nd 


Cheat. — ! what Go | hear, and ſee { w a > this is our {4 FF 
len os fag Le chang, we FLY in he "on ou 
| Sir Char. that 7 ſpeak a eſt I ſhow catch 
the ſound of Happineſs, and be dedved | f 
As;. Flyw. Has my damn'd Jilt brought me to a greater plague, my Wife ? 
but PI1 own it to punifh her, tho? I ſuffer an abominable Yell te eill oor 
be 


wind, the Seas my Element ; once there, Pm free. Wel 
fonnd a Wik here, Why ſtare you i ? ?"Lam nor the firſt” 6 Though 


fi npleaſi 
ny No. te no, talk on ; : all.are ob, d, 4 a oat: —_— 


La. Eeawc,” Who's this ? Are you my firſt 
tend you was dead, rather than come home to nre, Sirrah 


Mr. Flyw. Here” $a fine greetin 
Mrs. Flyp. How! your Husban 1 he's mine before Heaven : oe; Flynife, 


my 't vou own me, Fubby ? 
In troth, 1 think a ſcarce 2 Pi ro chble ;, but - you have 


diſodlig Soo, laſt, therefore avant, ' Strupe* z. come huihg Ap thou  PEPL 


pn. ber Shape and Face peldiis wt 
. Ars, F t Shape and Face preter me ? 
2s A Fanh I'll be reveng'd of her, I'm reſoly'd. «< Flies on her 
Hrs. Beau. Tm all Amazement, Sir Francis ; ſave the lg Ne erat ſhe was 


my Friend ; return her Ri may help conſole 
Sir Pran, '( parting 'em) Ladies, Ladies : March ap A 
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C5 - The Devil take (Ext. 
F-3S women, Madam, ere yoo paſion, and ex-, 


EE 


Fate come agen? Ola! 7 Tok, [har your Patron i 
1/Gors that diffurb yo? 


Mr. Flyw T ts, now your Wonder is a little oyer, pray let -me ask 
why all is Govpany, and why that Gentlenian, whom | know not, appears -- 


Sir Fran, ft tell you, Sir" vaitd my hard Fate to merty your Lady, befbre 
ther kepe it ſorne rims private gs re 
ſwore 


your d rus, 

we came toner, + Qarrel, \ her uneaſie Temper, aroſe, . 
never to heyy yer, tor our Friends and-Conventency's ſake, we ſeetn'd to 
live like Man and If. : Madam, 0} re [apt | 

fees [if revetre hr, and with her a new Diteof Happineſs, 


A. Elyw, 1 gneſs my fatore Happineſs by the paſt ; but ſince it muſt be (— 
\ | 5s Che. Deac Neice, go to my Houft, and deliver up whatever is. that * 
1 t be rhe Mbſſen 2200 75 il Fi. os 
6.01 SR prF Find I'm thy tne; p 
h Methiok? ps Earth's enchanted, and 1 tread on Ab. 
Brother, you're 'welcome home, as | may ſay ; Why, here's 
wil v and married fince you wet, 
by 
veer a wiſt by [ believe, Sir, 1 hall wake bold 
Sg your = before I give my Daughter any. 
© cond 
. "Mr then _ Bald-face ? 
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her teas'd, Pit fore. - — (ai 
Kr , there's one Pleas 
__ I 
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deſty by me ſtill pradtiy'd 524 ador'd ; now we muſt. ſtand on forms, till time 


me a moment- longer , ah ! no wen. ** 
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ck the Table. 


Heil, I'm coming,; be fore, you 


Bert, | will not, Madam, 
Enter Sir Charles Bec, 

* Fes. Oh, Sir ! my Lady charg'd you ſhould not enter. 

S# Cha. Away, you Trifler 5; e's my 


re Tere B2,, yo 
"Fete. Oh and bear me (Jet we lang vpn jr TIS 
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; Bell, Forgetting all colder nicer forms, in thy mo Boſom let me.reccive 


pov? » 


_- Bel) My Soul. ori * - ( LT 

Sir Cha. Ha ! the tranſporting Joy has exnpht her Roſle Breath wy thoſe 
bright Eyes are in their ſnowy Lids retir'd : Oh, this is more, much morethan 
ren words cou'd have expreſs'd, "Wake, my Bellinda, 'tis thy Bean- 
clair calls. 


Bell. Do not view 2Y bluſhing Face, I fear 1 have offended that Virgin Mo- * 


ies... 4 
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